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Then  Sir  Pelllnore  put  off  his  armour; 
then  a  little  afore  miiinight  they  heard 
the  trotting  of  an  horse.  Be  ye  stili,  uld 
King  Pelllnore,  for  we  aliall  hear  of  lonia 
adventure. —Malory. 


TORONTO 
McLEOD  &  ALLEN,  PUBLISHERS 


CoPvnic.HT  1907 
Thk  Boubs-Mkhhilu  Company 

.Unjabv 


r/!FTROPOUTAN 

k'OMTO 

L'BRARY 


Litcratuie 


._,!,.  ^J 


1373 


Co  tbc  JBemotf  ef 


THE  SHINING  ROAD 

Come,  sweetheart,  let  us  ride  away  leyond  the  city's 

bound. 
And  seek  what  pleasant  lands  across  the  distant  hills 

are  found. 

There  is  a  golden  light  that  shines  leyond  the  verge  of 
dawn. 

And  there  are  happy  highways  leading  on  and  al- 
ways on; 

So,  sweetheart,  let  us  mount  and  ride,  with  never  a  lach- 

ward  glance. 
To  find  the  pleasant  shelter  of  the  Valley  of  Romance. 

Before  vs,  doim  the  golden  road,  floats  dust  from  charg- 
ing steeds, 
Where  two  adventurous  companies  clash  loud  in  mighty 

deeds; 
And  from  the  tower  that  stands  alert  liTce  some  tall, 

Reckoning  pine. 
Wen  now,  my  heart,  I  see  afar  the  lights  of  welcome 

shine! 
So  ,oose  the  rein  and  cheer  the  steed  and  let  ns  race 

away 
To  seek  the  lands  that  lie  beyond  the  Borders  of  To-day. 


Draw  rein 


and  rest  a  moment  here  in  this  cool  vale  of 


peace; 
The  race  half-mn,  the  goal  half-won,  half  won  the  sure 

release  I 
To  nght  and  left  arc  iiowery  fields,  and  brooks  go  sing- 

ing  down 
To  mock  the  sohcr  folk  who  still  are  prisoned  in  the 

town. 
Now  to  the  trail  again,  dear  heart;  my  arm  and  blade 

are  true, 
■And  on  some  plain  ere  night  descend  I'll  break  a  lance 

for  you! 

0  sweetheart,  it  is  good  to  find  the  pafliway  shining 

clear! 
The  road  is  broad,  the  hope  is  sure,  and  you  are  near 

and  dear! 
So  loose  the  rein  and  cheer  the  steed  and  let  us  race 

away 
To  seek  the  lands  that  lie  beyond  the  borders  of  To-day. 
Oh,  we  shall  hear  at  lust,  my  heart,  a  cheering  welcome 

cried 
As  o'er  a  clattering  drawbridge  through  the  Gate  of 
Dreams  we  ride! 
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CHAPTER  I 

"events,  events" 

Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion. 

— Troilus  and  Cresaida. 

"The  knowledge  that  you're  alive  gives  me  no  pleas- 
ure," growled  the  grim  old  Austrian  premier. 

"Thank  you !"  laughed  John  Armitago,  to  whom  he 
had  spoken.  "You  have  lost  none  of  your  old  amiability ; 
but  for  a  renowned  diplomat,  you  are  remarkably  frank. 
When  I  called  on  you  in  Taris,  a  year  ago,  I  was  able  to 
render  you — I  believe  you  admitted  it — a  slight  service. 

1 


jj 


i 


THE  PORT  OF  MISSTXO   ME?T 


Count  Fcrainan.1  von  Stroobd  bowed  .ligWly. «  M 
„ot  take  his  eye,  from  the  yonng  n,an  who  .»t  oppo,*> 
Ur.  in  hi,  room,  at  the  Uoto,  Monte  Ko,a  .n  Gen  • 
On  the  table  between  them  stood  an  open  dcpatch  ho, 
and  abont  it  lay  a  number  of  pacM,  of  papers  wh,* 

the  old  gentleman,  with  charaetetistic  eauhon  had  r  - 
led  to  his  own  side  o£  the  table  before  adm.t  .ng  h 
ealler.  He  was  a  burly  old  man,  with  .nass.ve  shoulders 
and  a  great  head  thiekly  eovered  with  iron-pay  ha.r. 

He  Lted  no  one,  and  .his  aceountcd  for  h>s  presence 
i,  Geneva  in  March,  of  the  year  1003,  wh,  her  he 
had  gone  to  receive  the  report  of  the  secret  agents  whom 
he  had  lately  despatched  to  Paris  on  an  errand  of  pecu- 
liar delicacy.  The  agents  had  failed  in  the.r  m.ss.on, 
..d  Von  Stroebel  was  not  tolerant  of  failure.  Perhap 
i,  ho  had  known  that  within  a  week  the  tapers  would 
b„m  about  his  bier  in  Saint  Stephen's  Cathedral,  at 
Vienna,  while  his  life  and  public  services  would  l>e  es  .- 
mated  in  varying  degrees  of  admiration  or  execrate  by 
the  newspapers  of  Europe,  he  might  not  have  dealt  so 
harshly  with  his  hard-worked  spies. 

It  was  not  often  that  the  light  in  the  old  mans  eyes 
,as  as  gentle  as  now.  He  had  sent  his  secret  agents  away 
and  was  to  return  to  Vienna  on  the  following  day.  The 
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young  man  whom  lie  now  entertained  in  his  apartments 
received  his  whole  ..itention.  He  picked  up  the  card 
which  lay  on  the  table  and  scrutinized  it  critically, 
while  his  eyes  lighted  with  sudden  humor. 

The  card  w  is  a  gentleman's  carte  dc  visile,  and  bore 
the  name  John  Vrmitage. 

"I  believe  this  is  the  same  alias  you  were  using  when 
I  saw  you  in  Paris.  Where  did  you  get  it?"  demanded 
the  minister. 

"I  rather  liked  the  sound  of  it,  so  I  had  the  cards 
made,"  replied  the  young  man.  "Besides,  it's  English, 
and  I  pass  readily  for  an  Englishman.  I  have  quite  got 
used  to  it." 

"Which  is  not  particularly  creditable;  but  it's  prob- 
ably just  as  well  so." 

Ho  drew  closer  to  the  table,  and  his  keen  old  eyes 
snapped  with  the  intentness  of  his  thought.  The  hands 
he  clasped  on  the  table  were  those  of  age,  and  it  was 
pathetically  evident  that  he  folded  them  to  hide  their 
slight  palsy. 

"I  hope  you  are  quite  well,"  said  Armitage  kindly. 

"I  am  not.  I  am  anything  but  well.  I  am  an  old  man, 
and  I  have  had  no  rest  for  twenty  years." 

**It  is  the  penalty  of  greatness.  It  is  Austria's  good 
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fortune  that  you  have  devoted  yourself  to  the  affairs  of 
government.  I  have  read — only  to-day,  in  the  Con  tempo- 
rary  Review — an  adniirahlc  tribute  to  your  sagacity  in 
handling  the  Servian  affair.  Your  work  was  masterly.  I 
followed  it  from  the  beginning  with  deepest  interest." 

The  old  gentleman  bowed  half-uneonsciously,  for  his 
thoughts  were  far  away,  as  the  vague  stare  in  his  small, 
8hrcv.'d  eyes  indicated. 

"But  you  are  here  for  rest — one  comes  to  Geneva  at 
this  season  for  nothing  else." 

"What  brings  you  here  ?''  asked  the  old  man  with  sud- 
den energy.  "If  the  papers  you  gave  me  in  Paris  are 
forgeries  and  you  arc  waiting — " 

"Yes;  assuming  that,  what  should  I  be  waiting  for?" 

"If  you  are  waiting  for  events — for  events!  If  you 
expect  something  to  happen !" 

Armitage  laughed  at  the  old  gentleman's  earnest  man- 
ner, asked  if  he  might  smoke,  and  lighted  a  cigarette. 

"Waiting  doesn't  suit  me.  I  thought  you  understood 
that.  I  was  not  born  for  the  waiting  list.  You  see,  I 
have  strong  hands — and  my  wits  are — let  us  say — aver- 


age 


t" 


Von  Stroebel  clasped  his  own  hands  together  more 
firmly  and  bent  toward  Armitage  searchingly. 


"EVENTS,  EVENTS'*  5 

*^6  it  trtie"— he  turned  again  and  glanced  about— "is 
it  positively  true  that  the  Archduke  Karl  in  doad?" 

"Yes ;  quite  true.  There  is  absolutely  no  doubt  of  it," 
said  Armitage,  meeting  the  M  man's  eyes  steadily. 

"The  report  that  he  is  still  living  somewhere  in  North 
America  is  persistent.  We  hear  it  frequently  in  Vienna ; 
I  have  heard  it  since  you  told  me  that  story  and  gave  mc 
those  papers  in  Paris  last  year." 

"I  am  aware  of  that,"  replied  John  Armitage;  "but 
I  told  you  the  truth.  He  died  in  a  Canadian  luntber 
camp.  We  were  in  the  north  hunting — you  may  recall 
that  he  was  fond  of  that  sort  of  thing." 

"Yes,  I  remember ;  there  was  nothing  else  he  did  so 
well,"  growled  Von  Stroebel. 

"And  the  packet  I  gave  you — '* 

The  old  man  nodded. 

"—that  packet  contained  the  Archduke  Karl's  sworn 
arraignment  of  his  wife.  It  is  of  great  importance,  in- 
deed, to  Francis,  his  worthless  son,  or  supposed  son,  who 
may  present  himself  for  coronation  one  of  these  days !" 

"Not  with  Karl  appearing  in  all  parts  of  the  world, 
never  quite  dead,  never  quite  alive — and  his  son  Fred- 
erick Augustus  lurking  with  him  in  the  shadows.  Who 
knows  whether  th^y  arc  dead?" 
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"I  am  the  only  person  on  earth  in  a  position  to  mako 
that  clear,*'  said  John  Armitagc. 

"Then  you  should  give  nie  the  documents." 

"No ;  I  prefer  to  keep  tlieni.  I  assure  you  that  I  have 
sworn  proof  of  the  death  of  the  Archduke  Karl,  and  of 
his  son  Frodorick  Augustus,  Those  papers  are  in  a  box 
in  the  Bronx  Loan  and  Trust  Company,  in  New  York 
City." 

"I  should  have  them;  I  must  have  them!"  thundered 
the  old  man. 

*'In  due  season ;  but  not  just  now.  In  fact,  I  have  re- 
gretted parting  with  that  document  I  gave  you  in  Paris. 
It  is  safer  in  America  than  in  Vienna.  If  you  please,  I 
should  like  to  have  it  again,  sir." 

The  palsy  in  the  old  man's  hands  had  incrensed,  and 
ho  strove  to  control  his  agitation;  but  fear  had  never 
been  reckoned  among  his  weaknesses,  and  he  turned 
stormily  upon  Armitage. 

"Thaf  T)acket  is  lost,  I  tell  you !"  he  blurted,  as  though 
it  were  something  that  he  had  frequently  explained  be- 
fore. "It  was  stolen  from  under  my  very  noso  only  a 
month  ago!  That's  what  I'm  here  for — my  agents  are 
after  the  thief,  and  I  came  to  Geneva  to  meet  them,  to 
find  out  why  they  have  not  caught  him.  Do  you  imagine 
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that  I  travel  for  pleasure  at  ray  age,  Mr.  John  Armi- 
tage?" 

Count  von  Stroebel's  bluster  wap  merely  a  cloak  to 
hide  his  confusion— a  cloak,  it  may  be  said,  to  which  ho 
did  not  often  resort;  but  in  this  case  he  watched  Armi- 
tage  warily.  He  clearly  expected  some  outburst  of  in- 
dignation from  the  young  man,  and  he  was  unfeignedly 
relieved  when  Armitago,  after  opening  and  closing  his 
eyes  quickly,  reached  for  a  fresh  cigarette  and  lighted 
it  with  the  deft  ease  of  habit. 

"The  packet  has  been  stolen,"  he  observed  calmly; 
"whom  do  you  suspect  of  taking  it  ?" 

The  old  man  leaned  upon  the  table  heavily. 

"Tiiat  amiable  Francis — " 

"The  suggestion  is  not  dismaying.  Francis  Would  not 
know  an  opportunity  if  it  offered." 

"But  his  mother— she  is  the  devil  I"  blurted  the  old 
man. 

"Pray  drop  that,"  said  Armitage  in  a  tone  that  caused 
the  old  man  to  look  at  him  with  a  new  scrutiny.  "I 
want  the  paper  back  for  the  very  reason  that  it  contains 
that  awful  indictment  of  her.  I  have  been  uncomfort- 
able ever  since  I  gave  it  to  you ;  and  I  came  to  ask  you 
for  it  that  I  might  keep  it  safe  in  my  own  hands.  But 
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the  documont  is  lo>t,— am  I  to  iindtTstaud  tliat  Francia 
has  it?" 

"Not  yet!  But  nani1)au<l  lias  it,  and  Rambaud  and 
Francis  arc  us  thick  ;;;-  iliievcs.*'' 

"I  don't  knov,-  P.auibaud.  The  name  is  unfamiliar.'" 

"He  has  a  dozen  names— one  for  every  capital.  IIo 
even  operates  in  Washingtc.i,  I  have  heard.  He's  a 
blackmailer,  who  aims  high— a  broker  in  secrets,  a  scan- 
dal-peddler. IleV  a  bad  lot,  I  tell  you.  I've  had  my  best 
men  after  him,  and  they've  just  been  here  to  report  an- 
other failure.  If  you  have  nothing  better  to  do—"  be- 
gan the  old  man. 

"Yes ;  that  packet  must  be  recovered,"  answered  Ar- 
mitagc.  "If  your  agents  have  failed  at  the  job  it  may  be 
worth  my  while  to  look  for  it." 

His  quiet  acceptance  of  the  situation  irritated  the 
minister. 

"You  entertain  me,  -Tohn  Armitage!  You  speak  of 
that  packet  as  though  it  were  a  pound  of  tea.  Francis 
and  his  friends,  Winkclried  and  Kambaud,  are  not  chas- 
ers of  fireflies,  I  would  have  you  know.  If  the  Archduke 
and  his  son  are  dead,  then  a  few  more  deaths  and  Fran- 
cis would  rule  the  Empire." 

John  Armitage  and  Count  von  Stroebel  stared  at  each 
other  in  silence. 


"EVENTS,   EVENTS"  0 

"Events !   Events  1"  muttered  the  old  man  presently, 
and  ne  rested  one  of  his  hands  upon  the  despatch  box,  as 
though  it  were  a  symbol  of  authority  and  power. 
"Events !"  the  yorng  man  murmured. 
"Events!"  repeated  Count  von  Stroebel  without  hu- 
mor.   "A  cou-le  of  deaths  and  there  you  sec  him,  on 
tlie  ground  and  quite  ready.  Karl  was  a  genius,  there- 
fore he  could  not  bo  king.    He  threw  away  about  five 
hundred  years  of  work  that  had  been  done  for  him  by 
other  people— and  he  cajoled  you  into  sharing  his  exile. 
You  threw  away  your  life  for  him !  Bah !  But  you  seem 
sane  enough !" 

The  prime  minister  concluded  with  his  rough  burr; 
and  Armitage  laughed  outrighL. 

"Why  the  devil  don't  you  go  to  Vienna  and  set  your- 
self up  like  a  gentleman?"  demanded  the  premier. 

"Like  a  gentleman?"  repeated  Armitage.  "It  is  too 
late.  I  should  die  in  Vienna  in  a  week.  Moreover,  I  am 
dead,  and  it  is  well,  when  one  has  attained  that  beatific 
advantage,  to  stay  dead." 

"Francis  is  a  troublesome  blackguard,"  declared  the 
old  man.  "I  wish  to  God  he  would  form  the  dying  habit, 
so  that  I  might  have  a  few  years  in  peace ;  but  he  is  for- 
ever turning  up  in  some  mischief.  And  what  can  you  do 
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about  it?  Can  we  kick  him  out  of  the  army  without  a 
scandal?  Don't  jou  suppose  he  could  go  to  Budapest  to- 
morrow and  make  things  interesting  for  us  if  he  pleased  ? 
He's  as  full  of  treason  as  he  can  stick,  I  tell  you." 

Armitagc  nodded  and  smiled. 

"I  dare  say,"  he  said  in  English;  and  when  the  old 
statesman  glared  at  him  he  said  in  German :  "No  doubt 
you  are  speaking  the  truth." 

"Of  course  I  speak  the  truth ;  but  this  is  a  matter  for 
action,  and  not  for  discussion.  That  packet  was  stolen 
by  intention,  and  not  by  chance,  J'^hn  Armitage !" 

There  was  a  slight  immaterial  sound  in  the  hall,  and 
the  old  prime  minister  slipped  Trom  German  to  French 
without  L-hanging  countenance  as  he  continued : 

"We  have  enough  troubles  in  Austria  without  encour- 
aging treason.  If  Bambaud  and  his  chief,  Winkelried, 
could  make  a  king  of  Francis,  the  brokerage — ^the  com- 
mission— would  be  something  handsome;  and  Winkel- 
ried and  Rambaud  are  clever  men." 

"I  know  of  Winkelried.  The  continental  press  has 
given  much  space  to  him  of  late ;  but  Rambaud  is  a  new 
name." 

"He  is  a  skilled  hand.  He  is  the  most  daring  scoun- 
drel in  Europe." 
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Co  it  von  Stroebol  poured  a  glass  of  brandy  from  a 
silver  flask  and  sipped  it  slowly. 

"I  will  show  you  the  gentleman's  pleasant  counte- 
nance," said  the  minister,  and  he  tlirew  open  a  leather 
portfolio  and  drew  from  it  a  small  photograph  which  he 
extended  to  Armitage,  who  glanced  at  it  careli3ssly  and 
then  with  sudden  interest. 

"Rambaud !"  he  exclaimed. 

"That's  his  name  in  Vienna.  In  Paris  he  is  something 
else.  I  will  furnish  you  a  list  of  his  .loms  de  guerre." 

"Thank  you.  I  should  like  all  the  information  you 
care  to  give  me ;  but  it  may  amuse  you  to  know  that  I 
have  seen  the  gentleman  before." 

"That  is  possible,"  remarked  the  old  man,  who  never 
evinced  surprise  in  any  circumstances. 

"I  expect  to  see  him  here  within  a  few  days." 

Count  von  Stroebel  held  up  his  empty  glass  and 
studied  it  attentively,  while  he  waited  for  Armitage  to 
explain  why  he  expected  to  see  Rambaud  in  Geneva. 

"He  is  interested  in  a  certain  young  woman.  She 
reached  here  yesterday;  and  Rambaud,  alias  Chauvenet, 
is  quite  likely  to  arrive  within  a  day  or  so." 

"Jules  Chauvenet  is  the  correct  name.  I  must  inform 
my  men,"  said  the  minister. 
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"You  wish  to  arrest  him?" 

'You  ought  to  know  mc  better  than  that,  Mr.  John 
Armitage !  Of  course  1  shall  not  arrest  him !  But  I  must 
get  that  packet.  I  can't  have  it  peddled  all  over  Europe, 
and  I  can't  advertise  my  business  by  liaving  him  arrested 
here.  If  I  could  catch  him  once  in  Vienna  I  should 
know  what  to  do  witli  hiiii  I  Ho  and  Winkolriod  got  hold 
of  our  plans  in  that  Bulgarian  affair  last  year  and  check- 
mated me.  lie  carries  his  wares  to  the  best  buyers — Ber- 
lin and  St.  Petersburg.  So  there's  a  woman,  is  there? 
I've  found  that  tliere  usually  is !" 

"There  s  a  very  charming  young  American  girl,  to  be 
more  exact." 

The  old  man  growled  and  eyed  Armitage  sharply, 
while  Armitage  studied  the  photograph. 

"I  hope  you  are  not  n  "litating  a  prepostorous  mar- 
riage. Go  back  where  you  belong,  make  a  proper  mar- 
riage and  wait — " 

"Events !''  and  John  Armitage  laughed.  "I  tell  you, 
sir,  that  waiting  is  not  my  forte.  That's  what  I  like 
about  America ;  they're  up  and  at  it  over  there ;  the  man 
who  waits  is  loyt." 

"They're  a  lot  of  swine!"  rumbled  Von  Stroebel's 
heavy  bass. 
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"I  still  owe  allegiance  to  the  Scliomhiirg  crown,  so 
don't  imagine  you  are  hitting  nic.  But  the  swine  are  in- 
dustrious and  energetic.  Who  knows  but  that  John  Ar- 
niitage  might  become  famous  among  them — in  politics, 
in  finance!  But  for  the  deplorable  accident  of  foreign 
birth  he  might  become  president  of  the  United  States. 
As  it  is,  there  are  thousands  of  other  offices  worth  get- 
ting— why  not  ?" 

"I  tell  you  not  to  be  a  fool.  You  are  young  and — 
fairly  clever — '' 

Armitage  laughed  at  the  reluctance  of  the  count's 
praise. 

"Thank  you,  with  all  my  heart !" 

"Go  back  where  you  belong  and  you  will  have  no  re- 
grets. Something  may  happen — who  can  tell?  Events 
— events — if  a  man  will  watch  and  wait  and  study 
events — " 

"Bless  me!  They  organize  clubs  in  every  American 
village  for  the  study  of  events,"  laughed  Armitage ;  then 
he  changed  his  tone.  "To  be  sure,  the  Bourbons  have 
studied  events  these  many  years — a  pretty  spectacle, 
too." 

"Carrion!  Carrion!"  almost  screamed  the  old  man, 
half-rising  in  his  seat.    "Don't  mention  those  seaven- 
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gets  to  me !  Bali !  Tlio  vory  tliouglit  of  tlioin  makes  me 
sick.  But," — he  gulped  clown  more  of  the  brandy — 
"where  and  how  do  you  live?" 

"Whore?  I  own  a  cattle  ranch  in  Montana  and  f*ince 
the  Archduke's  death  I  have  lived  there.  He  carried 
about  fifty  thousand  pounds  to  America  with  him.  He 
took  care  that  I  should  get  what  was  left  when  he  died — 
and,  I  am  almost  afraid  to  tell  you  that  I  have  actually 
augmented  my  inheritance !  Just  before  I  left  I  bought 
a  place  in  Virginia  to  be  near  Washington  when  I  got 
tired  of  the  ranch." 

"Washington !"  snorted  the  count.  "In  due  course  it 
will  be  the  storm  center  of  the  world." 

"You  read  the  wrong  American  newspapers/'  laughed 
Armitage. 

They  were  silent  for  a  moment,  in  which  each  was 
busy  with  his  own  thoughts ;  then  the  count  remarked,  in 
as  amiable  a  tone  as  he  ever  used : 

"Your  French  is  first  rate.  Do  you  speak  English  as 
well?" 

"As  readily  as  German,  I  think.  You  may  recall  that 
I  had  an  English  tutor,  and  maybe  I  did  not  tell  you  in 
that  interview  at  Paris  that  I  had  spent  a  year  at  Har* 
vard  University." 
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"What  the  devil  did  you  do  that  for?"  growled  Von 
Stroebel. 

"From  curiosity,  or  ambition,  as  you  like.  I  was  in 
Cambridge  at  the  law  school  for  a  year  before  the  Arch- 
duke died.  That  was  three  years  ago.  I  am  twenty-eight, 
as  you  may  remember.  I  am  detaining  you ;  I  have  no 
wish  to  rake  over  the  past ;  but  I  am  sorry— I  am  very 
sorry  we  can't  meet  on  some  common  ground." 

"I  ask  you  to  abandon  this  democratic  nonsense  and 
come  back  and  make  a  man  of  yourself.  You  might  go 
far — very  far ;  but  this  democracy  has  hold  of  you  l"ke  a 
disease." 

**What  you  ask  is  impossible.  It  is  just  as  impossible 
now  as  it  was  when  we  discussed  it  in  Paris  last  year.  To 
sit  down  in  Vienna  and  learn  how  to  keep  that  leaning 
tower  of  an  Empire  from  tumbling  down  like  a  stack  of 
bricks — it  does  not  appeal  to  me.  You  have  spent  a  la- 
borious life  in  defending  a  silly  medieval  tradition  of 
government.  You  are  using  all  the  apparatus  of  the 
modern  world  to  perpetuate  an  ideal  that  is  as  old  and 
dead  as  the  Eameses  d}Tiasty.  Every  time  you  use  the 
telegraph  to  send  orders  in  an  emperor's  name  you  com- 
mit an  anachronism." 

The  count  frowned  and  growled. 
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"Don't  talk  to  mc  like  that.   It  is  not  amusing." 

**Xo;  it  is  not  funny.  To  soc  men  like  you  fetching 
and  carrying  for  dull  kings,  who  would  drop  through 
the  gallows  or  go  to  planting  turnips  without  your 
brains — it  does  not  appeal  to  my  sense  of  humor  or  to  my 
imagination." 

"You  put  it  coarsely,"  remarked  the  old  man  grimly. 
"I  shall  perhaps  have  a  statue  when  I  am  gone." 

"Quite  likely;  and  mobs  will  rendezvous  in  its  shadow 
to  march  upon  the  royal  palaces.  If  I  were  coming  back 
to  Europe  I  should  go  in  for  something  more  interesting 
than  furnishing  brains  for  sickly  kings." 

"I  dare  say !  Very  likely  you  would  persuade  them  to 
proclaim  democracy  and  brotherhood  everywhere." 

"On  the  other  hand,  I  should  become  king  myself." 

"Don't  be  a  fool,  Mr.  John  Armitage.  Much  as  3'ou 
have  grieved  me,  I  should  hate  to  see  you  in  a  mad- 
house." 

"My  faculties,  poor  as  they  are,  were  never  clearer.  I 
repeat  that  if  I  were  going  to  furnish  the  brains  for  an 
empire  I  should  ride  in  the  state  carriage  myself,  and 
not  be  merely  the  driver  on  the  box,  who  keeps  the  mid- 
dle of  the  road  and  looks  out  for  sharp  corners.  Here  is 
a  plan  ready  to  my  hand.   Let  me  find  diat  lost  docu- 
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ment,  appear  in  Vienna  and  announce  myself  Froderi  k 
Augustus,  tlio  son  of  the  Archduke  Karl !  I  knew  l)oth 
men  intimately.  You  may  remember  that  Frederick 
and  I  were  born  in  the  same  month.  I,  too,  am  Frederick 
Augustus !  We  passed  commonly  in  America  as  brothers. 
Many  of  the  personal  effects  of  Karl  and  Augustus  are  in 
my  keeping — ^by  the  Archduke's  own  wish.  You  have 
spent  your  life  studying  human  nature,  and  you  know  as 
well  as  I  do  that  half  the  world  would  believe  my  story  if 
I  said  I  was  the  Emperor's  nephew.  In  the  uneasy  and 
unstable  condition  of  your  absurd  empire  I  should  be 
hailed  as  a  diversion,  and  then — events,  events !" 

Count  von  Stroebel  listened  with  narrowing  eyes,  and 
his  lips  moved  in  an  effort  to  find  words  with  which  to 
break  in  upon  this  impious  declaration.  When  Armitage 
ceased  speaking  the  old  man  sank  back  and  glared  at 
him. 

"Karl  did  his  work  well.  You  are  quite  mad.  You 
will  do  well  to  go  back  to  America  before  the  police  dis- 
cover you." 

Armitage  rose  and  his  manner  changed  abruptly. 

"I  do  not  mean  to  trouble  or  annoy  you.  Please  pardon 
me !  Let  us  be  friends,  if  we  can  be  nothing  more." 

"It  is  too  late.  The  chasm  is  too  deep." 
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The  old  minister  sighed  deeply.  His  fingers  touched 
the  despatch  box  as  though  by  habit.  It  represented 
power,  majesty  and  the  iron  game  of  government.  The 
young  man  watched  him  eaperly. 

The  heavy,  tremulous  hands  of  Count  von  Stroebel 
passed  back  and  forth  over  the  box  caressingly.  Sud- 
denly  he  bent  forward  and  .poke  with  a  new  and  gentler 
tone  and  manner. 

"I  have  given  my  life,  my  whole  life,  as  you  have  said 
to  one  service-to  uphold  one  idea.  You  have  spoken 
of  that  work  with  contempt.  History,  I  believe,  will 
reckon  it  justly." 

"Your  place  is  secure-no  one  can  gainsay  that," 
broke  in  Armitage. 

"If  you  would  do  something  for  me-for  me-do 
something  for  Austria,  do  something  for  my  country  and 
yours!  You  have  wits;  I  dare  say  you  have  courage.  I 
don't  care  what  that  service  m.-,v  be;  I  don't  care  where 
or  hew  you  perform  it.   I  am  not  so  near  gone  as  you 
may  think.  I  know  well  enough  that  they  are  waiting  for 
me  to  die;  but  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  afford  my  enemies 
that  pleasure.   But  stop  this  babble  of  yours  about  de- 
mocracy.   Do  something  for  Ausina-for  the  Empire 
that  I  have  held  here  under  my  hand  these  difficult  years 
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— then  take  your  nnmo  ngnin — and  you  will  find  that 
kings  cun  he  m  just  and  wise  as  ninhs." 

"For  the  Empire — something  for  the  Empire?"  mur- 
mured the  young  man,  wondering. 

Count  Ferdinand  von  Stroehel  rose. 

"You  will  accept  the  comnuHHion — I  am  quite  sure 
you  will  accept.  I  leave  on  an  early  train,  and  I  shall 
not  see  you  again."  As  he  took  Armitage's  hand  he  scru- 
tinized him  once  more  with  particular  care ;  there  was  a 
lingering  caress  in  his  touch  as  he  detained  the  young 
num  for  an  instant ;  then  he  sighed  heavily. 

"Good  night ;  good-by !"  he  said  abruptly,  and  waved 
his  caller  toward  the  door. 


CIIAITKR  II 

THE   CLAlUOIiNl:;.^,    UF    UASIUNOTON 

—the  Englishman  who  is  not  an  EnRlishman  and  there- 
fore doubly  Incomprehensible. — The  Xaulahka. 

The  girl  with  the  white-plumed  liat  .<tartecl  and  fluslied 
slightly,  and  her  hrotlier  ghinoed  over  his  shoulder  to- 
ward the  restaurant  door  to  sec  what  had  attracted  her 
attention. 

"  'Tis  he,  the  unknown,  Dick." 

"I  must  say  I  like  his  persistence!"  exclaimed  the 
young  fellow,  turning  again  to  tlie  table.  "In  America  I 
should  call  him  out  and  punch  his  head,  but  over  here—" 

"0\er  here  you  have  better  manners,"  replied  the  girl, 
laughing.  "But  why  trouble  yourself?  lie  doesn't  c   ■ 
look  at  us.   We  are  of  no  importance  to  him  wlmtev    . 
We  probably  speak  a  different  language." 

"But  he  travels  by  the  same  trains;  he  stops  at  the 
same  inns;  he  sits  near  us  at  the  theater — he  even  af- 
fect': the  same  pictures  in  tlie  same  galleries !  It's  grow- 
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in-'  a  IriHc  iiioiiolouoiis;  iCs  roallv  iusufferablc.  1  lluiik 
1  fcliall  liavc  to  try  my  stick  on  liiin."' 

'"You  ilatter  yoiirsell',  Jiitlianl,"  mocked  tlio  girl. 
"]lc'".!j  fully  your  lioii'lit  and  a  triil'*  l-nnidcr  across  the 
slioiildcrs.  The  lines  aliout  his  mouth  arc  almost — yes, 
1  should  say,  quite  as  firm  as  yours,  though  lie  is  a 
younger  man.  His  eyes  are  nice  !j1uc  ones,  and  they  arc 
very  steady.  His  hair  is'' — she  paused  to  reflect  and 
lilted  her  head  slightly,  her  eyes  wandering  for  an  in- 
st;int  to  the  subject  of  her  comment — ^"light  brown,  I 
should  call  it.  And  ho  is  beardless,  as  all  self-respecting 
men  should  be.  I'm  sure  that  he  is  an  exemplary  person 
— kind  to  his  sisters  and  aunts,  very  willing  to  sacrifice 
himself  for  others  and  light  the  candles  on  his  nephews' 
and  nieces'  Cliristmas  trees." 

She  rested  her  cheek  against  her  lightly-clasped  hands 
and  sighed  deeply  to  provoke  a  continuation  of  her  broth- 
er's growling  disdain. 

The  young  gentleman  to  whom  t?he  had  referred  had 
seated  himself  at  a  tabic  not  far  dii-tant,  given  an  order 
M  ith  some  particularity,  and  settled  himself  to  the  read- 
ing of  a  newspaper  which  ho  had  drawn  from  the  pocket 
of  his  blue  serge  coat.  He  was  at  once  absorbed,  and  the 
presence  of  the  Claiborncs  gave  him  apparently  not  the 
slightest  concern. 
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'■lie  has  a  sense  of  humor,""  the  girl  resumed.  ''I  saw 
him  yesterday — "' 

"You're  always  seeing  him :  you  ought  to  be  ashamed 

of  yourself."' 

"■Don"t  interrupt  me,  j. lease.  As  1  was  saying,  1  saw 
him  laughing  over  tlie  Flirtjni'l'-  HUillcr." 

''But  that's  no  sign  he  has  a  sense  of  humor.  It  rather 
proves  that  In  liasu't.  I'm  disappointed  in  you,  Shirley. 
To  think  that  my  own  sister  should  be  able  to  tell  the 
color  of  a  wandering  l)laekguard's  eyes  1"' 

He  struck  a  match  viciously,  and  his  sister  laughed. 

"I  might  add  to  his  portrait.  Tliat  blue  and  white 
scarf  is  tied  beautifully ;  and  his  profile  would  be  splen- 
did in  a  medallion.  I  believe  from  his  nose  he  may  be 
English,  after  all,"  she  added  with  a  dreamy  air  assumed 
to  add  to  her  brother's  impatience. 

'•\\liich  doesn't  help  the  matter  materially,  that  I  can 
see !"'  exclaimed  the  young  man.  "With  a  full  beard  he'd 
probably  look  like  a  Sicilian  bandit.  If  I  thought  he  was 
really  pursuing  you  in  this  darkly  mysterious  way  1 
should  certainly  give  him  a  piece  of  my  American  mind. 
You  might  suppose  that  a  girl  would  be  safe  traveling 
with  her  brother." 

"It  isn't  your  fault,  Dick,"  laughed  the  girl.    "You 
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know  our  paronts  dear  wore  with  us  when  we  first  liogan 
to  notice  liim — that  was  in  "Rome,  And  now  tliat  we  are 
alone  lie  continues  to  follow  our  trail  Just  the  same.  It's 
really  diverting;  and  if  you  were  a  good  brother  you'd 
find  out  all  about  him,  and  we  might  even  do  stunts  to- 
jrcllier — the  three  of  us,  with  you  as  the  watch ful  'hap- 
eron.  You  forget  how  T  have  worked  for  you,  Dick.  I 
took  great  chances  in  forcing  an  acquaintance  with  those 
frosty  English  people  at  Florence  just  because  you  were 
crazy  about  the  scrawny  blonde  who  wore  the  frightful 
hats.  I  wash  my  hands  of  you  hereafter.  Your  taste  in 
girls  is  liorrible.*' 

"Your  mind  has  been  affected  by  reading  these  fake- 
kingdom  romances,  where  a  ridiculous  prince  gives  up 
home  and  mother  and  his  country  to  marry  the  usual 
beautiful  American  girl  who  travels  about  having 
silly  adventures.  I  belong  to  the  Know-nothing  Party 
— America  for  Americans  and  only  white  men  on 
guard !" 

'"Yes,  Richard!  Your  sentiments  are  worthy,  but 
they'd  hive  more  weight  if  I  hadn't  seen  you  staring 
your  eyes  out  every  time  we  came  within  a  mile  of  a 
penny  princess.  T  haven't  forgotten  your  disgraceful 
conduct  in  collecting  photographs  of  that  homely  daugh- 
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tor  of  a  ccrtiiin  l']n,irli-li  diiko.    We'll  call  the  incident 
closed,  little  hnillier." 

'•Our  friend  C'liauvenct,  even,"  continued  Captain 
Claiborne,  "is  less  pt>r.-istcnt — less  gloomily  present  on 
the  horizon.  We  haven't  seen  him  for  a  week  or  two. 
But  he  expects  to  visit  Washington  this  spring.  ITis 
waistcoats  are  magnificent.  Tlin  governor  shies  every 
time  the  fellow  unbuttons  his  coat.'' 

"Mr.  Chauvenet  is  an  accomplished  man  of  the  world," 
declared  Shirley  with  an  insincere  sparkle  in  her  oycs. 

"He  lives  by  his  wits — and  lives  well." 

Claiborne  dismissed  Chauvenet  and  turned  again 
toward  the  strange  young  :nan,  who  was  still  deep  in 
his  newspaper. 

"TTe's  reading  the  Ncup  Frrir  rrrssc,"  remarked 
Dick,  "\)y  which  token  T  argue  that  he's  some  sort  of  a 
Dutchman.  Tie's  proliably  a  traveling  agent  for  a 
Vienna  glass-factory,  or  a  drummer  for  a  cheap  wine- 
house,  or  the  agent  for  a  Munich  brewery.  Tliat  would 
account  for  his  travels.  We  simply  fall  in  with  his 
commercial  itinerary.'' 

"You  seem  to  imply,  brother,  that  my  charm=  are 
not  in  them'^elves  suilicient.  But  a  commercial  traveler 
hardly  commands  that  fine  repose,  that  distinction — 
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that  air  ol"  liuviug  been  places  aud  .<eeu  lliiugs  and 
known  people — "' 

"Tush !  I  have  seen  American  liook  agents  who  had 
all  that — even  the  air  of  having  heon  places !  Your 
instincts  ought  to  serve  you  letter,  Shirley.  It's  well 
that  we  go  on  to-niorruw.  1  shall  warn  mother  and  the 
governor  that  you  need  watching."' 

Shirley  l,'lail)onK'"s  eyes  rested  again  upon  the  calm 
reader  of  the  2\citc  Frcir  Prcssv.  The  wiiiter  was-  now 
placing  certain  dishes  upon  the  tiil)le  without,  appar- 
ently, interesting  the  young  gentleman  in  the  least. 
Then  the  unknown  dropj)ed  his  newspaper,  and  buttered 
a  roll  reflectively,  llis  gaze  swept  the  room  for  the  first 
time,  passing  over  the  heads  of  Miss  Claiborne  and  her 
brother  unseeingly — with,  perhaps,  too  studied  an  air  of 
indifference. 

"lie  has  known  real  sorrow,*'  persisted  Shirley,  her 
elbows  on  the  table,  her  fingers  interlocked,  her  chin 
'csting  idly  upon  thom.  "He's  traveling  in  an  effort  to 
forget  a  blighting  grief,"  the  girl  continued  with  mock 
sympathy. 

"Then  let  us  leave  him  in  peace!  Wo  can't  decently 
linger  in  the  presence  of  his  sacred  sorrow." 

Captain  Eichard  Claiborne  and  his  sister  Shirley  had 
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stopped  at  Geneva  to  spend  a  week  with  a  younger 
brother,  who  wat*  in  school  there,  and  were  to  join  their 
father  and  mother  at  Liverpool  and  sail  for  liome  at 
once.  The  Claibornes  were  permanent  residents  of 
Washington,  where  Hilton  Claiborne,  a  former  ambas- 
sador to  two  of  the  greatest  European  courts,  was 
counsel  for  several  of  the  embassies  and  a  recognized 
authority  in  international  law.  lie  had  been  to  Rome  to 
report  to  the  Italian  governiiunt  the  result  of  his  efforts 
to  collect  damages  from  tlie  United  States  for  the 
slaughter  of  Italian  laborers  in  a  railroad  strike,  and 
had  proceeded  thence  to  England  on  other  professional 
business. 

Dick  Claiborne  had  been  ill.  and  was  abroad  on  leave 
in  an  effort  to  shake  off  the  lingering  effects  of  typhoid 
fever  contracted  in  the  Pliilippines.  He  was  unJer  or- 
ders to  report  for  daty  at  Fort  ^lyer  on  the  first  of  April, 
and  it  was  now  late  March.  He  and  his  sister  had  spent 
the  morning  at  their  brother's  school  and  were  enjoying 
a  late  dejeuner  at  the  !Monte  Rosa.  There  existed  be- 
tween them  a  pleasant  comradeship  that  was  in  no  wise 
affected  by  divergent  tastes  and  temperaments.  Dick 
had  just  attained  his  captaincy,  and  was  the  youngest 
man  of  his  rank  in  the  service.  He  did  not  know  an  or- 
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chid  from  a  liollylioek,  but  no  man  in  the  army  was  a 
hotter  judge  of  a  cavalry  borso,  and  if  a  Wagner  recital 
hored  him  to  doatli  his  spirit  rose,  nevertheless,  to  the 
biiglo,  and  he  drilled  his  troop  until  he  could  play  with 
it  and  snap  it  about  him  like  a  whip. 

Shirley  Claiborne  had  been  out  of  college  a  year,  and 
afforded  a  pleasant  refutation  of  the  dull  theory  that 
advanced  education  destroys  a  girl's  charm,  or  buoy- 
ancy, or  whatever  it  is  that  is  so  greatly  admired  in 
young  womanhood.  She  gave  forth  the  impression  of 
vitality  and  strength.  She  was  beautifully  fair,  with  a 
high  color  that  accentuated  her  youthfulness.  Her 
brown  hair,  caught  up  from  her  brow  in  the  fashion  of 
the  early  years  of  the  century,  flashed  gold  in  sunlight. 

Much  of  Shirley's  girlhood  had  been  spent  in  the 
Virginia  hills,  where  Judge  Claiborne  had  long  main- 
tained a  refuge  from  the  heat  of  Washington.  From 
childhood  she  had  read  the  calendar  of  spring  as  it  is 
written  upon  the  landscape  itself.  Her  fingers  found 
by  instinct  the  first  arbutus;  she  knew  where  white 
violets  shone  first  upon  the  rough  breast  of  the  hillsides ; 
and  particular  patches  of  rhododendron  had  for  her  the 
intimate  interest  of  private  gardens. 

Undoubtedly  there  are  deities  fully  consecrated  to 
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tlio  irnpnriaiit  Itusincs-;  df  noiiiinir  jrirls,  si>  liappil^'  is 
tliiit  task  ;K((.iii[ili-lii'il.  (Iliiilys  is  a  diild  of  tlio 
sjjirit  of  niiseliicf.  Jo-cpliino  woars  a  s;w('ot  <;ravity, 
aiul  ^lary,  too,  (li-coursc-;  of  sorious  matters.  Xorn,  in 
sonip  incarnation,  lias  socn  fairies  soaniporini^  over  moor 
and  liill  and  the  rciiicnihrancc  of  them  teases  lier  niom- 
ory.  Katliorine  is  not  so  faitldess  as  hor  ways  niif:^lit  lead 
you  to  believe.  Laura  without  dark  eyes  would  be  im- 
possible, and  her  pndestined  P.^trarch  would  never  de- 
liver his  sonnets.  Helen  may  be  soon  only  against  a 
background  of  Trojan  wall.  Gertrude  must  be  tall  and 
fair  and  ready  with  ballads  in  the  winter  twilight. 
Julia's  reserve  and  discretion  commend  her  to  you;  but 
she  has  a  heart  of  laughter.  Anne  is  to  be  found  in  the 
rose  garden  with  dipping-shears  and  a  basket.  Hilda 
is  a  capable  person;  there  is  no  ignoring  her  militant 
character;  the  battles  of  Saxon  king?  ring  still  in  her 
blood,  ifarjorie  has  scrib])led  verses  in  secret,  and  Celia 
is  the  quietest  auditor  at  the  symphony.  And  you  may 
have  observed  that  there  is  no  button  on  Elizabeth's 
foil ;  you  do  well  not  to  clash  wits  with  her.  Do  you  say 
that  these  ascriptions  are  not  square  with  your  ex- 
perience? Then  verily  there  must  have  been  a  sad  mix- 
ing of  infant  candidates  for  the  font  in  your  parish. 
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Shirley,  in  such  caso,  will  mean  nothinjj;  to  you.  It  is  a 
waste  of  time  to  tell  you  that  the  name  may  heeonie 
audiblo  without  being  uttered;  you  eau  not  he  made  to 
understand  that  the  r  aiul  /  slip  into  eaeh  other  as  rip- 
ples glide  over  pehliles  in  a  hmok.  And  from  the  name  to 
the  girl — may  you  he  forever  denied  a  glimpse  of  Shir- 
ley Claihornc's  pretty  head,  her  brown  hair  and  dream- 
haunted  eyes,  if  you  do  not  first  murmur  tlie  name  with 
honest  liking. 

As  the  CIail)orne'  lingered  at  their  table  a  short  stout 
man  espied  them  from  the  door  and  advanced  beam- 
ingly. 

"Ah,  my  dear  Shirley,  and  Dick!  Can  it  be  possi- 
ble! I  only  heard  by  the  merest  chance  that  you  were 
here.  But  Switzerland  is  the  real  meeting-place  of  the 
world." 

The  young  Americans  greeted  the  new-comer  cordially. 
A  waiter  ply  cod  a  chair  for  him,  and  took  his  hat.  Ar- 
thur Singleton  was  an  x\.merican,  though  he  had  lived 
abroad  so  long  as  to  have  lost  his  identity  with  any  par- 
ticular city  or  state  of  :iis  native  land.  He  had  been  an 
attache  of  the  American  embassy  at  London  for  many 
years.  Administrations  changed  and  ambassadors  came 
and  went,  hut  Singleton  was  never  molested.  It  was  said 
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that  lie  kept  his  position  on  tho  score  <.f  his  wide  ac- 
(|uaintan('(' ;  he  knew  every  one,  and  he  was  a  great  ped- 
dler of  gossip,  piirtieidarly  ahout  people  in  liiglj  station. 
The  children  of  Hilton  Claihorne  were  not  to  he  over- 
looked. He  would  impress  himself  upon  them,  as  was 
liis  wav;  for  he  was  sincerely  social  hy  instinct,  and 
would  go  far  to  do  a  kindness  for  people  he  leally  liked. 

"Ah  me!  You  have  arrived  opportunely,  ^liss  Clai- 
borne. There's  mystery  in  the  air — the  great  Stroohel  is 
here — under  this  very  roof  and  in  a  dreadfully  bad  hu- 
mor. He  is  a  dangerous  man — a  very  dangerous  man, 
but  failing  fast.  Poor  Austria  I  Count  Ferdinand  von 
Stroebel  can  have  no  successor — he's  only  a  sort  of  hold- 
over from  the  nineteenth  century,  and  with  him  and  his 
Emperor  oui  )f  the  way — what  ?  For  my  part  I  see  only 
dark  days  ahead;"  and  he  concluded  with  a  little  .sigh 
that  implied  crumbling  thrones  and  falling  dynasties. 

"We  mot  him  in  Vienna/*  said  Shirley  Claiborne, 
"when  father  was  there  before  the  Ecuador  Claims  Com- 
mission. He  struck  me  as  being  a  delightful  old  grizzly 
hear." 

"He  will  have  liis  place  in  history ;  he  is  a  statesman 
of  the  old  blood  and  iron  school;  he  is  the  peer  of 
Bismarck,  and  some  things  he  has  done.  He  holds  more 


sas^BBT' 


THE   CLAIBORXES,   OF   WASHINGTON    31 

Bccrets  than  any  otlier  man  in  Kuropo— and  you  may  be 
quite  suro  that  they  will  tlio  with  him.  He  will  leave  no 
memoirs  to  be  jjoked  over  by  his  enemies— no  post-mor- 
tem confidonecs  from  him!" 

The  reader  of  the  .Vo/c  Freie  Prrssc,  preparing  to 
leave  hiis  table,  tore  from  the  newspaper  an  article  that 
seemed  to  have  attracted  him,  placed  it  in  his  card- 
case,  and  walked  toward  the  door.  The  eyes  of  Arthur 
Singleton  lighted  in  recognition,  and  the  attache,  mut- 
tering an  apology  to  the  Claibornes,  addressed  tht  young 
gentleman  cordially. 

"Why,  Armitage,  of  all  men !"  and  he  rose,  still  fac- 
ing the  Claiboracs,  with  an  air  of  embracing  the  young 
Americana  in  his  greetings.  Ho  never  liked  to  lose  an 
auditor;  and  he  would,  in  no  circumstances,  miss  a 
chance  to  display  the  wide  circumference  of  his  ac- 
quaintance. 

"Shirley— 3^Iiss  Claiborne — allow  me  to  present  "Mr. 
Armitage."  The  young  army  officer  and  Armitage  then 
shook  hands,  and  the  three  men  stood  for  a  moment, 
detained,  it  seemed,  by  the  old  attache,  who  had  no  en- 
gagement for  the  next  hour  o .  vo  and  resented  the  idea 
of  being  left  alone. 
"One  always  meets  Armitage!"  declared  Singleton. 
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"He  knows  our  Aniorlea  as  well  as  we  do—and  very 
W(«ll  indei'd— for  au  Knglislmian.'' 

Arrnitago  bowed  gravely, 

'*Vou  make  it  necessary  again  for  me  to  disavow  any 
allegiance  to  the  powers  that  rule  Great  Britain.  I'm 
really  a  fair  sort  of  Atnerieau— I  liave  sometimes  told 
New  York  people  all  about— Colorado— Montana— New 
Mexico !" 

His  voice  and  manner  were  those  of  a  gentleman. 
His  color,  as  Shirley  Claiborne  now  observed,  was  that 
of  au  outdoors  man;  she  was  familiar  with  it  in  soldiers 
and  sailors,  and  knew  that  it  testified  to  a  vigorous  and 
wholesome  life. 

"Of  course  you're  not  English !"  exclaimed  Singleton, 
annoyed  as  ho  remembered,  or  thought  he  did,  that 
Armitage  had  on  some  other  occasion  made  the  same 
protest. 

"I'm  really  getting  sensitive  about  it,"  said  Armi- 
tage, more  to  the  Claibornes  than  to  Singleton.  "But 
must  we  all  be  from  somewhere?  Is  it  so  melancholy  a 
plight  to  be  a  man  without  a  country  ?" 

The  mockery  in  his  tone  was  belied  by  the  good  humor 
in  his  face;  his  eyes  caught  Shirley's  passingly,  and  she 
smiled  at  him— it  seemed  a  natural,  a  perfectly  inevita- 
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l)lo  tiling  to  do.  She  llkod  tho  kind  tolornnco  witli  whioli 
lio  HulTorcd  tlio  habhlo  of  Arthur  Sin{,d('ton,  wliom  some 
one  liad  culled  an  intomationnl  Imro.  Tho  young  manV 
dignity  was  only  un  expression  ol'  »olf-respoct;  his  ap- 
preciation of  the  exact  proprieties  resulting  from  this 
casual  introduction  to  herself  and  her  brother  was 
perfect.  Tie  was  already  withdrawing.  A  waiter  had 
followed  him  with  his  discarded  newspaper — and  Armi- 
tage  took  it  and  idly  dropped  it  on  a  chair. 

"Have  you  heard  the  news,  Armitagc  ?  The  Austrian 
sphinx  is  here — in  this  very  house !"  whispered  Single- 
ton impressively. 

"Yes ;  to  be  sure,  Count  von  Stroebel  is  here,  but  ho 
will  probably  not  remain  long.  The  Alps  will  soon  bo 
safe  again.  I  am  glad  to  have  met  you."  He  bowed  to 
the  Claibornes  inclusively,  nodded  in  response  to  Sin- 
gleton's promise  to  look  him  up  later,  and  left  them. 

When  Shirley  and  her  brother  reached  their  common 
«itting-room  Dick  Claiborne  laughingly  held  up  the  copy 
of  the  Neiir  Frrle  Prcffxc  which  Armitago  had  cast  aside 
at  their  table. 

"Xow  Ave  >hall  know!"  he  declared,  unfolding  tho 
new^paper. 

'Know  what.  Dick?" 
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"At  least  wli.nt  fuir  friend  without  a  country  is  so  in- 
terested in." 

He  opened  tlic  paper,  from  wliieh  half  a  column  had 
been  torn,  noted  the  date,  ran;i,'  the  hell,  and  ordered  a 
copy  of  the  same  issue.  When  it  was  brought  he  opened 
it,  found  the  place,  laughed  loudly,  and  passed  the  sheet 
over  to  his  sister. 

"Oh,  Shirley,  Shirley !  This  is  almost  too  much !"  he 
cried,  watching  her  as  her  eyes  swept  the  article.  She 
turned  away  to  escape  his  noise,  and  after  a  glance  threw 
down  the  paper  in  disgust.  The  article  dealt  in  detail 
with  Austro-Hungarian  finances,  and  fairly  bristled  with 
figures  and  sage  conclusions  based  upon  them. 

"Isn't  that  the  worst!"  exclaimed  Shirley,  smiling 
ruefully. 

"He's  certainly  a  romantic  figiirc  ready  to  your  hand. 
ProbaI)ly  a  bank-clerk  who  makes  European  finance  his 
recreation." 

"He  isn't  an  Englishman,  at  any  rate.  He  repudiated 
the  idea  with  scorn." 

"Well,  your  Mr.  Armitage  didn't  seem  so  awfully  ex- 
cited at  meeting  Singleton;  but  he  seemed  rather  satis- 
fied with  your  appearance,  to  put  it  mildly.  I  wonder  if 
he  had  arranged  with  Singleton  to  pass  by  in  that  purely^ 
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incidental  way,  just  for  the  privilege  of  making  your 
accjuaintance !" 

-Don't  be  foolish,  Dick.    It's  unbecoming  an  officer 
and  a  gentleman.  But  if  you  should  sec  Mr.  Singleton 

again — " 

«Ycs— not  if  I  see  hiiu  first!"  ejaculated  Clai!;ornc-. 

"Well,  you  might  ask  him  who  Mr.  .\rmitagc  is.   It 
would  be  amusing— and  satisfying— to  know." 

Later  in  the  day  the  old  attache  fell  upon  Claiborne  in 
the  smoking-room  and  stopped  to  discuss  a  report  that  a 
change  was  impending  in  the  American  State  Depart- 
ment. Changes  at  Washington  did  not  trouble  Single- 
ton, who  was  sure  of  his  tenure.  He  said  as  much;  and 
after  some  further  talk,  Claiborne  remarked : 

"Your  friend  Armitage  seems  a  good  sort." 

«0h,  yes ;  a  capital  talker,  and  thoroughly  well  posted 

in  affairs." 

"Yes,  he  seemed  interesting.  Do  you  liappen  to  know 
where  he  lives — when  he's  at  home  ?"' 

"Lord  bless  you,  boy,  I  don't  know  anything  about 
Armitage!"  spluttered  Singleton,  with  the  emphasis  so 
thrown  as  to  imply  that  of  course  in  any  other  branch 
of  human  knowledge  he  would  be  found  abundantly 
qualified  to  answer  questions. 
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"But  you  introduced  us  to  him— my  sister  and  rac. 
I  assumed — " 

"My  dear  Claiborne,  I'm  always  introducing  people ! 
It's  my  business  to  introdure  people.  Arniitage  is  all 
right.  He's  always  around  everywhere.  I've  dined  with 
him  in  Paris,  and  I've  rarely  seen  a  man  order  a  better 
dinner." 
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The  news  I  bring  is  lieavy  in  my  tongae.— Shakespeare. 

The  sjccond  day  thereafter  Shirley  Claiborne  went  into 
a  jeweler's  on  the  Grand  Quai  to  purchase  a  trinket  that 
had  caught  her  eye,  while  she  waited  for  Dick,  who  had 
gone  of!  in  their  carriage  to  the  post-office  to  send  some 
telegrams.  It  was  a  small  shop,  and  the  time  early  after- 
noon, when  few  people  were  about.  A  man  who  had  pre- 
ceded her  was  looking  at  watches,  and  seemed  deeply 
absorbed  in  this  occupation.  She  heard  his  inquiries  as 
to  quality  and  price,  and"  knew  that  it  was  Armitage's 
voice  before  she  recognized  his  tall  figure.  She  made  her 
purchase  quickly,  and  was  about  to  leave  the  shop,  when 
he  turned  toward  her  and  she  bowed. 

"Good  afternoon,  Miss  Claiborne.  These  are  very 
tempting  bazaars,  aren't  they  ?  If  the  abominable  tariff 
laws  of  America  did  not  give  us  pause — " 

He  bent  above  her,  hat  in  hand,  smiling.  He  had  con- 
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eluded  the  purchase  of  a  watch,  which  the  shopkeeper 
was  now  wrapping  in  a  box. 

"I  have  just  purchased  a  little  remembrance  for  my 
ranch  foreman  out  in  Montana,  and  before  T  can  place 
it  in  his  hands  it  must  be  examined  and  appraised  and 
all  the  pleasure  of  the  gift  destroyed  by  the  custom  of- 
ficers in  Xcw  York.  I  hope  you  are  a  good  smuggler. 
Miss  Claiborne." 

''I'd  like  to  be.  Women  are  supposed  to  have  a  knack 
at  the  business;  but  my  father  is  so  patriotic  that  he 
makes  me  declare  ever}ihing."' 

"Patriotism  will  carry  one  far ;  but  I  object  both  to 
being  taxed  and  to  the  alternative  of  corrupting  the 
gentlemen  who  lie  in  wait  at  the  receipt  of  customs." 

"Of  course  the  answer  is  that  Americans  should  buy 
at  home,"  replied  Shirley.  She  received  her  change,  and 
Armitage  placed  his  small  package  in  his  pocket. 

"My  brother  expected  to  meet  me  here ;  he  ran  off  with 
our  carriage,"  Shirley  explained. 

"These  last  errands  are  always  trying — there  are  in- 
numerable things  one  would  like  to  come  back  for  from 
mid-ocean,  tariff  or  no  tariff." 

"There's  the  wireless,"  said  Shirley.  "In  time  we 
shall  be  able  to  commit  our  afterthoughts  to  it.   But 
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lost  views  can  hardly  be  managed  that  way.  After  I  get 
home  I  shall  think  of  scores  of  things  I  should  like  to 
see  again — that  photographs  don't  give." 

"Such  as—?" 

"Oh — the  way  the  Pope  looks  when  he  gives  his  bless- 
ing at  St.  Peter's ;  and  the  feeling  you  have  when  you* 
stand  by  Napoleon's  tomb — the  awf  ulness  of  what  he  did 
and  was — and  being  here  in  Switzerland,  where  I  always 
feel  somehow  the  pressure  of  all  the  past  of  Europe 
about  me.  Now,"— and  she  laughed  lightly,— "I  have 
made  a  most  serious  confession." 

"It  is  a  new  idea— that  of  surveying  the  ages  from 
these  mountains.  They  must  be  very  wise  after  all  these 
years,  and  they  have  certainly  seen  men  and  nations  do 
many  evil  and  wretched  things.  But  the  history  of  the 
world  is  all  one  long  romance — a  tremendous  story." 

"That  is  what  makes  me  sorry  to  go  home,"  said 
Shirley  meditatively.  "We  are  so  new — still  in  l  mak- 
ing, and  absurdly  raw.  When  we  have  a  war,  it  is  Just 
politics,  with  scandals  about  what  the  soldiers  have  to 
eat,  and  that  sort  of  thing;  and  there's  a  fuss  about  pen- 
sions, and  the  heroic  side  of  it  is  lost." 

"But  it  is  easy  to  overestimate  the  weight  of  history 
and  tradition.  The  glory  of  dead  Caesar  doesn't  do  the 
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peasant  any  good.  When  you  soc  Italian  laborers  at  work 
in  America  dijxgin*,'  dilelios  or  laying  railroad  tics,  or 
find  Norwegian  farmers  driving  tlioir  jjIows  into  the  new 
hard  soil  of  the  Dakota?,  you  don't  think  of  their  past 
as  much  as  of  their  future — the  future  of  the  whole  hu- 
man race." 

Armitage  had  been  the  subject  of  so  much  jesting  be- 
tween Dick  and  herself  that  it  seemed  strange  to  be  talk- 
ing to  him.  Ilis  face  brightened  pleasantly  when  he 
spoke;  his  eyes  were  grayer  than  she  had  mockingly  de- 
scribed them  for  her  brother's  benefit  the  day  before. 
His  manner  was  gravely  courteous,  and  she  did  not  at 
all  believe  that  he  had  followed  her  about. 

Her  ideals  of  men  were  colored  by  the  American 
prejudice  in  favor  of  those  who  aim  high  and  venture 
much.  In  her  childhood  she  had  read  Malory  and  Frois- 
sart  with  a  boy's  delight.  She  possessed,  too,  that  poetic 
sense  of  the  charm  of  "the  spirit  of  place"  that  is  the 
natural  accompaniment  of  the  imaginative  temperament. 
The  cry  of  bugles  sometimes  brought  tears  to  her  eyes ; 
her  breath  came  quickly  when  she  sat — as  she  often  did 
— in  the  Fort  Myer  drill  hall  at  Washington  and 
watched  the  alert  cavalrymen  dashing  toward  the  specta- 
torb'  gallery  in  the  mimic  charge.  The  work  that  brave 
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men  do  she  admired  above  anything  else  in  the  world. 
As  a  child  in  Washington  she  had  looked  wonderingly 
upon  the  statues  of  heroes  and  the  frequent  military 
pageants  of  the  capital ;  and  she  had  wept  at  the  solemn 
pomp  of  military  funerals.  Once  on  a  battleship  she  had 
thrilled  at  the  salutes  of  a  mighty  fleet  in  the  Hudson 
below  the  tomb  of  Grant ;  and  soon  thoreaftor  had  felt 
awe  possess  her  as  she  gazed  upon  the  white  marble 
cffig}'  of  Lee  in  the  chapel  at  Lexington ;  for  the  con- 
templation of  heroes  was  dear  to  her,  and  she  was  proud 
to  believe  that  her  father,  a  veteran  of  the  Civil  War, 
and  her  soldier  brother  were  a  tie  between  herself  and 
the  old  heroic  times. 

Armitago  was  aware  that  a  jeweler's  shop  was  hardly 
the  place  for  extended  conversation  with  a  young  woman 
whom  he  scarcely  knew,  but  he  lingered  in  the  joy  of 
hearing  this  American  girl's  voice,  and  what  she  said 
interested  him  immensely.    He  had  seen  her  first  in 
Paris  a  few  months  before  at  an  exhibition  of  battle 
paintings.  He  had  come  upon  her  standing  quite  alone 
before  High  Tide  at  Gettysburg,  the  picture  of  the 
year;  and  he  had  noted  the  quick  mounting  of  color 
to  her  cheeks  as  the  splendid  movement  of  the  painting 
—its  ardor  and  fire— took  hold  of  her.    He  saw  her 
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again  in  Florence;  and  it  was  from  there  that  he  had 
deliberately  followed  the  Claibornes. 

His  own  plans  were  now  quite  unsettled  by  his  inter- 
view with  Von  Stroebel.  He  fully  expected  Chauvcnct 
in  Geneva;  the  man  had  apparently  been  on  cordial 
terms  w^ith  the  Claibornes ;  and  as  he  had  seemed  to  be 
master  of  his  own  time,  it  was  wholly  possible  that  he 
would  appear  before  the  Claibornes  left  Geneva.  It  was 
now  the  second  day  after  Von  Stroebel's  departure,  and 
Armitage  began  to  feel  uneasy. 

He  stood  with  Shirley  quite  near  the  shop  door, 
watching  for  Captain  Claiborne  to  come  back  with  the 
carriage. 

"But  America — isn't  America  the  most  marvelous 
product  of  romance  in  the  world, — its  discovery, — the 
successive  conflicts  that  led  up  to  the  realization  of  de- 
mocracy? Consider  the  worthless  idlers  of  the  Middle 
Ages  going  about  banging  one  another's  armor  with 
battle-axes.   Let  us  have  peace,  said  the  tired  warrior." 

"He  could  afford  to  say  it;  he  was  the  victor,"  said 
Shirley. 

"Ah!  there  is  Captain  Claiborne.  I  am  indebted  to 
you,  Miss  Claiborne,  for  many  pleasant  suggestions." 

The  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  Dick  ClaiV  rne 
came  up  to  them  at  once  and  bowed  to  Armitage. 
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"There  is  great  news :  Count  Ferdinand  von  Stroebel 
was  murdered  in  his  railway  carriage  between  here  and 
Vienna ;  tliey  found  him  dead  at  Innsbruck  this  morn- 
ing." 

"Is  it  possible!  Are  you  quite  sure  he  was  mur- 
dered ?" 

It  was  Armitage  who  asked  the  question.  He  spoke 
in  a  tone  quite  matter-of-fact  and  colorless,  so  that  Shir- 
Icy  looked  at  him  in  surprise ;  but  she  saw  that  he  was 
very  grave;  and  then  instantly  some  sudden  feeling 
flashed  in  his  eyes. 

"There  is  no  doubt  of  it.  It  was  an  atrocious  crime; 
the  count  was  an  old  man  and  feeble  when  we  saw  him 
the  other  day.  He  wasn't  fair  game  for  an  assassin," 
said  Claiborne. 

"No ;  he  deserved  a  better  fate,"  remarked  Armitage. 
"He  was  a  grand  old  man,"  said  Shirley,  as  they  left 
the  shop  and  walked  toward  the  carriage.   "Father  ad- 
mired him  greatly ;  and  he  was  very  kind  to  us  in  Vien- 
na. It  is  terrible  to  think  of  his  being  murdered." 

"Yes ;  he  was  a  wise  and  useful  man,"  observed  Armi- 
tage, still  grave.   "He  was  one  of  the  great  men  of  his 

time." 

His  tone  was  not  that  of  one  who  discusses  casually 
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a  bit  of  nowv  of  the  lior.r,  and  Ciiptnin  ri;ul)orno  paused 
a  moiiiont  nt  tlic  oarriajre  iloor,  curious  as  to  wliat  Anni- 
tago  iiiijilit  say  furtlior. 

"And  now  we  sliall  see — "  began  tlic  young  American. 

"We  filiall  see  Joliann  Wilhelni  die  of  old  age  within 
a  few  years  at  most ;  and  then  Charles  Louis,  his  son, 
will  be  the  Eiiiperor-king  in  hi-  place;  and  if  lie  should 
go  hence  without  heirs,  his  cousin  Francis  would  rule  in 
the  house  of  his  fathers;  and  Francis  is  corrupt  and 
worthless,  and  quite  necessary  to  the  plans  of  destiny 
for  the  divine  order  of  kings.'' 

John  Arniitage  stood  Iwside  the  carriage  quite  erect, 
his  hat  and  stick  and  gloves  in  his  right  hand,  his  left 
thrust  lightly  into  the  side  pocket  of  his  coat. 

"A  queer  devil/'  observed  Claiborne,  as  they  drove 
away.  "A  solemn  customer,  and  not  cheerful  enough  to 
make  a  good  drummer.  By  what  singular  chance  did  ho 
find  you  in  that  shop?" 

"I  found  him,  dearest  brother,  if  I  must  make  the 
humiliating  disclosure." 

"I  shouldn't  have  believed  it !  I  hardly  thought  you 
would  carry  it  so  far." 

"And  while  he  may  he  a  salesman  of  imitation  cut- 
glass,  he  has  expensive  tastes." 
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<*Tjord  help  us,  he  hasn't  been  buying  you  a  watch?" 

"No;  he  was  lavishing  himself  on  a  watch  for  tho 
foreman  of  his  ranch  in  Montana/' 

"Humph !  you're  chafTing." 

"Not  in  the  least.  He  paid— I  couldn't  help  being  a 
witness  to  the  transaction— ho  actually  paid  five  hun- 
dred francs  for  a  watch  to  give  to  the  foreman  of  his 
j..^neh— /(is  ranch,  mind  you,  in  Montana,  U.  S.  A. 
ITe  spoke  of  it  incidentally,  as  though  he  were  always 
buying  watches  for  cowboys.  Now  where  does  that  leave 

us?" 

"I'm  afraid  it  rather  does  for  my  theory.  I'll  look 
him  up  when  I  get  home.  Montana  isn't  a  good  hiding- 
I)laco  any  more.  But  it  was  odd  the  way  he  acted  about 
old  Stroebel's  death.   You  don't  suppose  he  knew  him, 

do  you  ?'' 
"It's  possible.  Poor  Count  von  Stroobel !  IMany  hearts 

are  lighter,  now  that  lie's  done  for." 

"Yes;  and  there  will  be  something  doing  in  Austria, 
now  that  he's  out  of  the  way." 

Four  days  passed,  in  which  they  devoted  themselves 
to  their  young  brother.  The  papers  were  filled  with  ac- 
counts of  Count  von  Stroebel's  death  and  speculations 
as  to  its  effect  on  the  future  of  Austria  and  the  peace  of 
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Europe.  The  ClaiborneH  saw  nothing  of  Armitnge. 
Dick  asked  for  liini  in  the  hotel,  und  found  that  lie  hud 
gone,  but  wouUl  return  in  a  few  days. 

It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day  that  Arnii- 
tage  appeared  suddenly  at  the  hotel  as  Dick  and  his  sis- 
ter waited  for  a  carriage  to  carry  them  to  their  train. 
He  had  just  returned,  and  they  met  by  the  narrowest 
margin.  He  walked  with  them  to  the  door  of  the  Monte 
Eosa. 

"We  are  running  for  the  King  Edward,  and  hope  for 
a  day  in  London  before  we  sail.  Perhaps  we  shall  see 
you  one  of  these  days  in  America,"  said  Claiborne,  with 
some  malice,  it  must  be  confessed,  for  his  sister's  bene- 
fit. 

"That  is  possible;  I  am  very  fond  of  Washington," 
responded  Armitage  carelessly, 

"Of  course  you  will  look  us  up,"  persisted  Dick.  "I 
shall  be  at  Fort  Myer  for  a  while — and  it  will  always  be 
a  pleasure — " 

Claiborne  turned  for  a  last  word  with  the  porter 
about  their  baggage,  and  Armitage  stood  talking  to 
Shirley,  who  had  already  entered  the  carriage. 

"Oh,  is  there  any  news  of  Count  von  Stroebel's  assas- 
sin?" she  asked,  noting  the  newspaper  that  Armitage 
held  in  his  hand. 
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"Nothing.  It'«  a  very  mysterious  and  puzzling  af- 
fair." 

"IfH  horrible  to  think  hucIi  a  thing  possible— he  was 
a  wonderful  old  man.  But  very  likely  they  will  find 
the  murderer." 

"Yes ;  undoubtedly." 

Then,  seeing  her  brother  beating  his  hands  together 
impatiently  behind  Armitage's  back— a  back  whose  am- 
ple shoulders  were  splendidly  silhouetted  in  the  carriage 
door— Shirley  smiled  in  her  joy  of  the  situation,  and 
would  have  prolonged  it  for  her  brother's  benefit  even  to 
the  point  of  missing  the  train,  if  the  matter  had  been 
left  wholly  in  her  hands.  It  amused  her  to  keep  the  con- 
versation pitched  in  the  most  impersonal  key. 

"The  secret  police  will  scour  Europe  in  pursuit  of 
the  assassin,"  she  observed. 

"Ycs,"'rcplicd  Armitage  gravely. 
He  thought  her  brown  traveling  gown,  w  h  hat  and 
gloves  to  match,  exceedingly  becoming,  and  he  liked  the 
full,  deep  tones  of  her  voice,  and  the  changing  light  of 
her  eyes ;  and  a  certain  dimple  in  her  left  cheek— he  had 
assured  himself  that  it  had  no  counterpart  on  the  right 
—made  the  fate  of  principalities  and  powers  seem,  at 
the  moment,  an  idle  thing. 
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"The  truth  will  ho  known  hcforc  wc  i^ail,  no  doubt," 
said  Shirley.  "The  assassin  may  be  here  in  Geneva  by 
this  time." 

"That  is  quite  likely,"  said  John  Armitage,  with  un- 
broken gravity.  "In  fact,  I  rather  expect  him  here,  or 
I  should  be  leaving  to-day  myself." 

He  bowed  and  made  vay  for  the  vexed  and  chafing 
Claiborne,  who  gave  his  hand  to  x\rmitage  hastily  and 
jumped  into  the  carriage. 

"Your  imitation  cut-glass  drummer  has  nearly  caused 
us  to  miss  our  train.  Thank  the  Lord,  we've  seen  the  last 
of  that  fellow." 

Shirley  said  nothing,  but  gazed  out  of  the  window 
with  a  wondering  look  in  her  eyes.  And  on  the  way  to 
Liverpool  she  thought  often  of  Armitage's  last  words. 
"I  rather  expect  him  here,  or  I  should  be  leaving  to-day 
myself,"  he  had  said. 

She  was  not  sure  whether,  if  it  had  not  been  for  those 
words,  she  would  have  thought  of  him  again  at  all.  She 
remembered  him  as  he  stood  framed  in  the  carriage  door 
—his  gravity,  his  fine  case,  the  impression  he  gave  of 
great  physical  strength,  and  of  resources  of  character 
and  courage. 

And  so  Shirley  riaiborno  left  Geneva,  not  knowing 
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the  curious  web  that  fate  had  woven  for  her,  nor  liow 
those  hist  words  spoken  h}'  Armitago  at  the  carriage  door 
were  to  link  her  to  strange  advcnturt  s  at  the  very  thresh- 
old of  her  Amerit      home. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

JOIIX   ARMITAGE   A    PKISONER 

All  things  are  bright  in  the  track  of  the  sun. 

All  things  are  fair  I  see; 
And  the  light  in  a  golden  tide  has  run 

Down  out  of  the  sky  to  me. 

And  the  world  turns  round  and  round  and  rou\id. 
And  my  thought  sinks  into  the  sea; 

The  sea  of  peace  and  of  joy  profound 
Whose  tide  is  mystery. 

—8.  W.  DufHeld. 

The  man  whom  John  Annitage  expected  arrived  at 
the  Hotel  Monte  Rosa  a  few  hours  after  the  Claibornes' 
departure. 

While  he  waited,  Mr.  Armitage  employed  his  time  to 
advantage.  He  carefully  scrutinized  his  wardrobe,  and 
after  a  process  of  elimination  and  substitution  he  packed 
his  raiment  in  two  trunks  and  was  ready  to  leave  the 
inn  at  ten  minutes'  notice.  Between  trains,  when  not 
engaged  in  watching  the  incoming  travelers,  he  smoked 
a  pipe  over  various  packets  of  papers  and  letters,  and 
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these  he  burned  with  considerable  care.   All  the  French 
and  German  newspaper  accounts  of  the  murder  of  Count 
von  Stroebel  he  read  carefully;  and  even  more  particu- 
larly he  studied  the  condition  of  affairs  in  Vienna  con- 
sequent   upon    the    great    statesman's    death.     Secret 
agents  from  Vienna  and  detectives  from  Paris  had  vis- 
ited G:neva  in  their  study  of  this  astounding  crime,  and 
had  made  much  fuss  and  asked  many  questions;  but 
Mr.  John  Armitage  paid  no  heed  to  them.  He  had  held 
the  last  conversation  of  length  that  any  one  had  en- 
joyed with  Count  Ferdinand  von  Stroebel,  but  the  fact 
of  this  interview  was  known  to  no  one,  unless  to  one  or 
two  hotel  servants,  and  these  held  a  very  high  opinion 
of  Mr.  Armitage's  character,  based  on  Ids  generosity  in 
the  matter  of  gold  coin ;  and  there  could,  of  course,  be 
DO  possible  relationship  between  so  shocking  a  tragedy 
and  a  chance  acquaintance  between  two  travelers.   Mr. 
Armitage  knew  nothing  that  he  eared  to  impart  to  de- 
tectives, and  a  great  deal  that  he  had  no  intention  of 
imparting  to  any  one.    He  accumulated  a  remarkable 
assortment  of  time-tables  and  advertisements  of  trans- 
atlantic sailings  against  sudden  need,  and  even  engaged 
passage  on  three  steamers  sailing  from  English  and 
French  porta  within  the  week. 
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He  expected  that  the  person  for  whom  he  waited 
would  go  direct  to  tlie  Hotel  Monte  Rosa  for  the  reason 
that  Shirley  Claiborne  had  been  there;  and  Annitage 
was  not  mistaken.  When  this  person  learned  that  the 
Claihornes  had  left,  he  would  doubtless  hurry  after 
them.  This  is  the  conclusion  that  was  reached  hy  Mr. 
Armitage,  who,  at  times,  was  singularly  happy  in  his 
speculations  as  to  the  mental  processes  of  other  people. 
Sometimes,  however,  he  made  mistakes,  as  will  appear. 

The  gentleman  for  whom  John  Armitage  had  been 
waiting  arrived  alone,  and  was  received  as  a  distin- 
guished guest  by  the  landlord. 

Monsieur  Chauvene'  inquired  for  his  friends  the  Clai- 
bornes,  and  was  clearly  annoyed  to  find  that  they  had 
gone ;  and  no  sooner  had  this  intelligence  been  conveyed 
to  him  than  he,  too,  studied  time-tables  and  consulted 
steamer  advertisements.  Mr.  John  Armitage  in  various 
discreet  Avays  was  observant  of  ^fonsieur  Chauvenet's 
activities,  and  bookings  at  steamship  offices  interested 
him  so  greatly  that  he  reserv<'d  passage  on  two  addi- 
tional steamers  and  ordered  the  straps  buckled  ab'  ut  hifj 
trunks,  for  it  had  occurred  to  liim  that  he  might  find  it 
necessary  to  leave  Geneva  in  a  hurry. 

It  was  not  likely  that  Monsieur  Chauvenet,  lioing  now 
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under  his  eyes,  would  escape  him ;  and  John  Armitagc, 
making  a  leisurely  dinner,  learned  from  his  waiter  that 
:\Ionsieur  Chauvenct,  being  worn  from  his  travels,  was 
dining  alone  in  his  rooms. 

At  about  eight  o'clock,  as  Armitage  turned  the  pages 
of  Figaro  in  the  smoking-room,  Chauvenct  appeared  at 
the  door,  scrutinized  the  group  within,  and  passed  on. 
xVrmitage  had  carried  his  coat,  hat  and  stick  into  the 
smoking-room,  to  be  ready  for  possible  emergencies; 
and  when  Chauvenct  stepped  out  into  the  street  he  fol- 
lowed. 

It  was  unusually  cold  for  the  season,  and  a  fine  drizzle 
filled  the  air.  Chauvenct  struck  off  at  once  away  from 
the  lake,  turned  into  the  Boulevard  llelvetique,  thence 
into  the  Boulevard  Froissart  with  its  colony  of  pensions. 
He  walked  rapidly  until  he  reached  a  house  that  was 
distinguished  from  its  immediate  neighbors  only  by  its 
unlighted  upper  windows.  He  pulled  the  bell  in  the  wall, 
and  the  door  was  at  once  opened  and  instantly  closed. 

Armitage,  following  at  twenty  yards  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  paused  abruptly  at  the  sudden  ending 
of  his  chase.  It  was  not  an  hour  for  loitering,  for  the 
Genevan  gendarmerie  have  rather  good  eyes,  but  Armi- 
tage had  by  no  means  satisfied  his  curiosity  as  to  the  na- 
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ture  of  Cliauvencfs  errand.  lie  walked  on  to  make  sure 
he  was  unobserved,  crossed  the  street,  and  again  passed 
the  dark,  silent  house  which  Chauvenet  had  entered, 
lie  noted  the  place  carefully ;  it  gave  no  outward  appear- 
ance of  being  occupied.  He  assumed,  from  the  general 
plan  of  the  neighboring  buildings,  that  there  was  a 
courtyard  at  the  rear  of  the  darkened  house,  accessible 
through  a  narrow  passageway  at  the  side.  As  he  studied 
the  situation  he  kept  moving  to  avoid  observation,  and 
l)resently,  at  a  moment  when  he  was  quite  alone  in  the 
street,  walked  rapidly  to  the  house  Chauvenet  had  en- 
tered. 

Gentlemen  in  search  of  adventures  do  well  to  avoid 
the  continental  wall.  ^Ir.  Armitage  brushed  the  glass 
from  the  top  with  his  hat.  It  jingled  softly  within 
under  cover  of  the  rain-drip.  The  plaster  had  crumbled 
from  the  bricks  in  spots,  giving  a  foot  its  oppt>rtunity, 
and  Mr.  Armitage  drew  himself  to  the  top  and  dropped 
within.  The  front  door  and  windows  stared  at  him 
blankly,  and  he  committed  his  fortunes  to  the  bricked 
passageway.  Tlie  rain  was  now  coming  down  in  earnest, 
and  at  the  rear  of  the  house  water  had  begun  to  drip 
noisily  into  an  iron  spout.  The  electric  lights  from 
neighboring  streets  made  a  kind  of  twilight  even  in  tho 
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(larkenocl  court,  and  Armitago  throado.l  his  ^v•ay  among 
a  network  of  clotlios-linos  to  tlio  rear  wall  and  viewed  tl.o 
premises.  He  knew  his  Geneva  from  many  previous 
visits;  the  (luarter  was  undeniahly  respectable;  and 
there  is,  to  be  sure,  no  reason  why  the  blinds  of  a  house 
should  not  be  carefully  drawn  at  nightfall  at  the  pleas- 
ure of  the  occupants.  The  whole  lower  floor  seemed  ut- 
terly  deserted ;  only  at  one  point  on  the  third  floor  was 
there  any  sign  of  light,  and  this  the  merest  hint. 

The  increasing  fall  of  rain  did  not  encourage  loi- 
tering  in  the  wet  courtyard,  where  the  downspout  now 
rattled  dolorously,  and  Armitage  crossed  the  court  and 
further  assured  himself  that  the  lower  floor  was  dark  and 
gilent.  Balconies  were  bracketed  against  the  wall  at  the 
second  and  third  stories,  and  the  slight  iron  ladder  lead- 
ing thither  terminated  a  foot  above  his  head.    John 
Armitage  was  fully  aware  that  his  position,  if  discov- 
ered, was,  to  say  the  least,  untenable ;  but  he  was  secure 
from  observation  by  police,  and  ho  assumed  that  the 
occupants  of  the  house  were  probably  too  deeply  en- 
grossed with  their  affairs  to  waste  much  time  on  what 
might  happen  without.  Armitage  sprang  up  and  caught 
the  lowest  round  of  the  ladder,  and  in  a  moment  his  tall 
figure  was  a  dark  blur  against  the  wall  as  he  crept 
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warily  upward.  The  rear  rooms  of  Iho  nocond  story  were 
a.s  dark  and  quiet  as  those  below.  Armitago  continued 
to  the  third  story,  where  a  door,  as  well  as  several  win- 
dows, gave  upon  the  balcony;  and  he  found  that  it  was 
from  a  broken  corner  of  the  door  sliade  that  a  sharp 
blade  of  light  cut  the  dark.  All  continued  quiet  below; 
he  heard  the  traffic  of  the  neighboring  thoroughfares 
quite  distinctly:  and  from  a  kitchen  near  by  came  the 
rough  clatter  of  dishwasliing  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
quarrel  in  Oerman  between  the  maids.  For  the  moment 
he  felt  secure,  and  bent  down  close  to  the  door  and  lis- 
tened. 

Two  men  were  talking,  and  evidently  the  matter  un- 
der discussion  was  of  importance,  for  they  spoke  with 
a  kind  of  dogged  deliberation,  and  the  long  pauses  in  the 
dialogue  lent  color  '  o  the  belief  that  some  weighty  mat- 
ter was  in  debate.  The  beat  of  the  rain  on  the  balcony 
and  its  steady  rattle  in  the  spout  intervened  to  dull  the 
sound  of  voices,  but  presently  one  of  the  speakers,  with 
an  impatient  exclamation,  rose,  opened  the  small  glass- 
paned  door  a  few  inches,  peered  out,  and  returned  to  his 
seat  with  an  exclamation  of  relief.  Armitage  had 
dropped  down  the  ladder  half  a  dozen  rounds  as  he 
heard  the  latch  snap  in  the  door.  He  waited  an  instant 
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to  make  sure  he  hud  not  been  seen,  tlien  crept  back  to 
the  balcony  and  found  that  the  slight  opening  in  the 
door  made  it  possible  for  him  to  see  as  well  as  hear. 

"It's  stifling  in  this  hole,"  said  Chauvenet,  drawing 
deeply  upon  his  cigarette  and  blowing  a  cloud  of  smoke. 
"If  you  will  pardon  the  informality,  I  will  lay  aside  my 
coat." 

He  carefully  hung  the  garment  upon  the  back  of  his 
chair  to  hold  its  shape,  then  resumed  his  seat.  His 
companion  watched  him  meanwhile  with  a  certain  in- 
tentness. 

"You  take  excellent  care  of  your  clothes,  my  dear 
Jules.    I  never  have  been  able  to  fold  a  coat  without 

ruining  it." 

The  rain  was  soaking  Armitagc  thoroughly,  but  its 
persistent  beat  covered  any  slight  noises  made  by  his 
own  movements,  and  he  was  now  intent  upon  the  little 
room  and  its  occupants.  He  observed  the  care  with 
which  the  man  kept  close  to  his  coat,  and  he  pondered 
the  matter  as  he  hung  upon  the  balcony.  If  Chauvenet 
was  on  his  way  to  America  it  was  possible  that  he  would 
carry  with  him  the  important  paper  whose  loss  had 
caused  so  much  anxiety  to  the  Austrian  minister ;  if  so, 
where  was  it  during  his  stay  in  Geneva  ? 
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"Thf  old  man's  ileatli  is  only  tlio  first  step.  We  re- 
quire a  succe>sion  of  deaths," 

"We  require  three,  to  he  explicit,  not  more  or  less. 
We  sliould  l)e  fortunate  if  the  r -maining  two  could  be 
accomplished  as  easily  as  Stroehel's." 

"He  was  a  heast.  He  is  well  dead.*' 

"That  depends  on  the  way  you  look  at  it.  They  seem 
really  to  be  mourning  the  old  beggar  at  Vienna.  It  is 
the  way  of  a  people.  They  like  to  be  ruled  by  a  savage 
hand.  The  people,  as  you  have  heard  me  say  before,  arc 
fools." 

The  last  speaker  was  a  young  man  whom  Armitage 
had  never  seen  1)cforr;  he  was  a  decided  blond,  with 
close-trimmed  stniw-colorcd  beard  and  slightly-curling 
hair.  Opposite  him,  and  facing  the  door,  sat  Chauvenet. 
On  the  table  between  them  were  decanters  and  liqueur 
glasses. 

"I  am  going  to  America  at  once,"  said  Chauvenet, 
holding  his  filled  glass  toward  a  brass  lamp  of  an  old 
type  that  hung  from  the  ceiling. 

"It  is  probably  just  as  well,"  said  the  other.  "There's 
work  to  do  there.  Wc  must  not  forget  our  more  legiti- 
mate business  in  the  midst  of  these  pleasant    ide  issues." 

"The  field  is  easy.   After  our  delightful  continental 
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cnpitals,  whorp,  as  you  know,  one  is  novor  quito  snrf^  of 
one's  Kclf,  it  i>  pleasant  to  l)r('atlio.  the  democratic  airs 
of  Washinjiton."  remarked  f'hauvenet. 

'Tartieularly  .«o,  my  dear  friend,  wlien  one  is  blessed 
with  your  delightful  social  gifts.  1  envy  you  your  ca- 
pacity for  making  others  happy."' 

There  was  a  keen  irony  in  the  fellow's  tongne  and  the 
edge  of  it  evidently  touched  Chauvenet,  who  scowled 
and  bent  forward  with  his  fingers  on  the  table. 

"Enough  of  that,  if  you  please." 

"As  you  will,  car'mo;  but  you  will  pardon  mc  for 
offering  my  condolences  on  the  regrettable  departure  of 
la  hellr  Amcricainc.  If  you  had  not  been  so  intent  on 
matters  of  state  you  would  undoubtedly  have  found  her 
here.  As  it  is,  you  arc  now  obliged  to  sec  her  on  her  na- 
tive soil.  A  month  in  Washington  may  do  much  for 
you.  She  is  beautiful  and  reasonably  rich.  Her  brother, 
the  tall  captain,  is  said  to  be  the  best  horseman  in  the 
American  army." 

"Humph !  He  is  an  ass,"  ejaculated  Chauvenet. 

A  servant  now  appeared  bearing  a  fresh  bottle  of 

cordial.   He  was  distinguished  by  a  small  head  upon  a 

tall  and  powerful  body,  and  bore  little  resemblance  to  a 

house  servant.   While  he  brushed  the  cigar  ashes  from 
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tho  table  tlio  nion  continucii  tluir  lulk  without  hcctling 
liim. 

Chnuvcnpt  nml  liis  friend  had  spoken  from  the  first 
in  French,  hut  in  addressing  some  dinctions  to  the 
servant,  the  Mond,  who  assumed  the  role  of  host,  em- 
ployed a  Servian  diahet. 

"I  think  we  were  saying  that  the  mortality  list  in  cer- 
tain directions  will  have  to  he  stimulated  a  trifle  hefore 
we  can  do  our  young  friend  Francis  any  good.  You 
have  husint'ss  in  Anu  rica,  carino.  That  paper  we  filched 
from  old  Stroehol  strengthens  our  hold  on  Francis;  hut 
there  is  still  that  question  as  to  Karl  and  Frederick 
Augustus.  Our  dear  Francis  is  not  satisfied.  lie  wishes 
to  he  quite  sure  that  his  dear  fatlier  and  brother  are 
dead.  Wc  must  reassure  him,  clearest  Jules." 

"Don't  he  a  fool,  Durand,  You  never  seem  to  under- 
stand that  tho  Fnited  States  of  America  is  a  trifle 
larger  than  a  barnyard.  And  I  don't  believe  those  fel- 
lows arc  over  there.  They're  probably  lying  in  wait 
here  somewhere,  ready  to  take  advantage  of  any  oppor- 
tunity,— that  is.  if  they  are  alive.  A  man  can  hardly 
fail  to  bo  impressed  with  the  fact  that  so  few  lives  stand 
between  him  an<l — " 

"The  heights— the  heights!"    And  the  young  man. 
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whom  Cluuivi-not  called  Durand,  lifU-d  his  tiny  glass 

airily. 
"Ye>< ;  the  heights,"  repeated  Giauvcnct  a  little  drtam- 

iiy- 

"But  that  declaration— that  document!-  You  have 
never  honorwl  me  with  a  glimpse;  but  you  have  it  put 
safely  away,  I  dare  say." 

"There  is  no  place— hut  one— that  I  dare  risk.  Tt  is 
always  within  easy  roach,  my  dear  friend." 

"You  will  do  well  to  destroy  that  document.  It  is 
better  out  of  the  way." 

"Your  deficiencies  in  the  matter  of  wisdom  are  unfor- 
tunate. Thr.t  pa^r  constitutes  our  chief  asset,  my  dear 
associate.  So  long  as  we  have  it  we  are  able  to  keep  dear 
Francis  in  order.  Therefore  we  shall  hold  fast  to  it,  re- 
membering that  we  risked  much  in  removing  it  from  the 
lamented  Stroebel's  archives." 

"Do  you  say  'risked  much'?  "My  valued  neck,  that  is 
all !"  said  the  other.  *Tou  and  Winkelried  are  without 

gratitude." 

"Y-ou  will  do  well,"  said  Chauvenet,  "to  keep  an  eye 
open  in  Vienna  for  the  unkno^^^l.  If  you  hear  murmurs 
in  Hungary  one  of  these  fine  days—!  Nothing  has  hap- 
pened for  some  time;  therefore  much  may  happen." 


t-, 


•\} 


G3 


THE   PORT   OF   MISSING   MEN 


He  glanced  at  his  watch. 

"I  liavc  work  in  Paris  hpforo  sailing  for  Now  York. 
Shall  wc  discuss  the  matter  of  tho-.'  Peruvian  claims? 
That  is  l)usiness.  These  other  affairs  are  more  in  the 
nature  of  delifrhtful  diversions,  my  dear  comrade." 

They  drew  nearer  the  tahlo  and  Durand  produced  a 
box  of  papers  over  which  lie  hent  with  serious  attention. 
Armitago  had  heard  practically  all  of  their  dialogue, 
and,  what  was  of  equal  interest,  had  heen  able  to  study 
the  faces  and  learn  the  tones  of  voice  of  the  two  con- 
spirators. He  was  cramped  from  his  position  on  the  nar- 
row balcony  and  wet  and  chilled  by  the  rain,  which  was 
now  slowly  abating.  He  had  learne<l  much  that  he 
wished  to  know,  and  with  an  ease  that  astonished  him; 
and  he  was  well  content  to  withdraw  with  gratitude  *  r 
his'  good  fortune. 

His  legs  were  numb  and  he  clung  close  to  the  railing 
of  the  little  ladder  for  support  as  he  crept  toward  the 
area.  At  the  second  story  his  foot  slipped  on  the  wet 
iron,  smooth  from  long  use,  and  he  stumbled  down  sev- 
eral steps  before  he  rccovere<l  himself.  Ho  listened  a 
moment,  heard  nothing  but  the  tinkle  of  the  rain  in  the 
spout,  then  continued  his  retreat. 

As  he  stepped  out  upon  the  brick  courtyard  he  was 
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seized  from  behind  hy  a  pair  of  strong  arms  that  clasped 
him  ti-ht.  In  a  moment  he  was  thrown  across  the  thresh- 
ohl  of  a  door  into  an  unli-hted  room,  where  his  captor 
promptly  sat  upon  him  and  proceeded  to  strike  a  light. 


CHAPTER  V 
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To  Other  woods  the  trail  leads  on, 

To  othpf  worlds  and  new, 
Where  they  who  1    .'p  the  secret  here 

Will  keep  the  promise  too. 

— Henry  A.  Beers. 

Tlio  man  clcnclicd  Arrnitape  about  the  body  with  Iiis 
lo^'s  wliilc  ho  struck  a  niatrli  on  a  box  he  produced  from 
his  pocket.  The  suddenness  with  wliieli  he  liad  been 
flung  into  the  ki'Hien  had  knocked  tlie  l)reath  out  of 
Armitage,  and  tlie  huge  thighs  of  his  (ai)tor  pinned  his 
arms  tight.  The  match  spurted  fire  and  he  looked  into 
Ihe  fac'  of  the  servant  wliom  lie  had  seen  in  the  room 
above.  ITis  round  head  was  covered  with  short,  wire-like 
hair  that  grew  low  upon  his  narrow  forehead.  Armitage 
noted,  too,  the  man's  l)ull-lik('  neck,  small  sharp  eyes  and 
l)ristling  mustache.  The  fitful  flash  of  the  match  dis- 
closed the  rough  furniture  of  a  kitclien ;  the  brick  floor- 
ing and  hi.s  wet  inverne--  lay  cold  at  Arniitage'.s  back. 
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The  follow  growled  an  execration  in  Servian;  then 
with  ponderous  diinculty  asked  a  question  in  German. 
"\Mio  are  you  and  what  do  you  want  here?" 
Armitage  shook  his  head;  and  replied  in  English: 
"I  do  not  understand." 

The  man  struck  a  scries  of  matches  that  ho  might 
scrutinize  his  captive's  face,  then  ran  his  hands  over 
Armitage's  pockets  to  make  sure  ho  had  no  arms.  The 
l.ig  fellow  was  clearly  puzzled  to  find  that  he  had  caught 
a  gentleman  in  water-soaked  evening  clothes  lurking  in 
the  area,  and  as  the  matter  was  beyond  his  wits  it  only 
remained  for  him   to  communicate  with  his  master. 
This,  however,  was  not  so  readily  accomplished.  He  had 
reasons  of  his  own  for  not  calling  out,  and  there  were 
diinculties  in  the  way  of  holding  the  prisoner  and  at  the 
same  time  bringing  down  the  men  who  had  gone  to  the 
most  distant  room  in  the  house  Tor  their  own  security. 
Several  minutes  passed  during  which  tho  burly  Ser- 
vian struck  his  matches  and  took  account  of  his  priso- 
ner: and  meanwhile  Armitago  lay  perfectly  still,  his 
arms  fast  numbing  from  the  rough  clasp  of  the  stalwart 
servant's  legs.    There  was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  a 
Btrugglo  in  this  position,  and  ho  knew  that  the  Servian 
would  not  risk  losing  him  in  the  effort  to  summon  tho 
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odd  pair  who  wore  Ixnt  ovor  their  pnpcrs  t\t  tlio  top  of 
tlie  house.    I'lie  Servian  \va-  evidi  ntly  a  man  oi  action. 

''(let  lip,""  he  e()iiimaii(l(>(I.  -til!  in  inii-li  (iiTtnan,  ami 
lie  rose  in  the  (hirk  an<l  ji  rkcil  Annitai,'!'  alter  hiiti. 
There  wa.s  a  iiioiiieiit  <>(  sileiue  in  which  Armita^e  sliook 
and  stretched  himself,  ami  then  the  Servian  struck  an- 
other inateh  and  held  ii  close  to  a  revolver  which  he 
held  pointed  at  Arniitajre's  head. 

"I  will  shoot,"  he  said  a.irain  in  his  halting''  (ierman. 

"Undouhtedly  \ou  will  I"  ami  somi  tliini:  in  the  fel- 
low's manner  caused  Arniitaire  to  hiuuh.  lie  had  hcen 
caught  and  he  did  not  at  once  .-ee  any  -afe  issue  out  of 
his  predicament;  hut  his  plii:!it  had  it<  jirepostcrous 
side  and  the  ease  with  which  he  had  heen  taken  at  the 
very  outset  of  hi>  (picst  touclKd  his  humor.  Then  ho 
poherod  instantly  and  eouceutratcd  his  wits  upon  the 
immediate  situation. 

The  Servian  hacked  away  with  a  match  upheld  in  one 
hand  and  the  h'veied  revolver  in  the  other,  leaving  Ar- 
mitago  in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen. 

''I  am  going  to  light  a  lamp  and  if  you  move  I  will 
kill  you,"  admonished  the  fellow,  and  Armitage  heard 
his  feet  scraping  over  the  hrick  floor  of  the  kitchen  as  ho 
hacked  toward  a  table  that  stood  against  the  wall  near 
the  outer  door. 
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Armitagc  stood  perfectly  still.  The  neighborhood  and 
the  house  itself  were  <iuiet;  the  two  men  in  the  third- 
story  room  were  prol,al)ly  engrossed  with  the  business  at 
which  Armitage  had  left  them ;  and  his  immediate  affair 
was  with  the  Servian  alone.    The  fellow  continued  to 
nmmblo  his  threats ;  hut  Armitagc  had  resolved  to  play 
the  part  of  an  Englishman  who  understood  no  German, 
and  he  addressed  the  r.an  sharply  in  English  several 
times  to  signify  that  he  did  not  understand. 

The  Servian  half  turned  toward  his  prisoner,  the  re- 
volver in  his  left  hand,  while  with  the  fingers  of  his 
right  he  felt  lahorinusly  for  a  lamp  that  had  been  re- 
vealed by  the  fitful  flashes  of  the  matches.  It  is  not  an 
easy  matter  to  light  a  lamp  when  you  have  only  one  hand 
to  work  with,  particularly  when  you  arc  obliged  to  keep 
an  eve  on  a  mysterious  prisoner  of  whose  character  you 
arc  ignorant;  and  it  was  several  minutes  before  the  job 

was  done. 

''Yon  will  go  to  that  corner;"  and  the  Servian  trans- 
lated for  his  prisoner's  benefit  with  a  gesture  of  the  re- 
volver. 

"Anything  to  please  you,  worthy  fellow,"  replied  Ar- 
mitagc, and  he  obcyea  with  amiable  alacrity.  The  man's 
object  was  to  get  him  as  far  from  the  inner  door  as  pos- 
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siblo  whilo  lio  cnlk'd  help  from  ahovo,  which  was,  of 
course,  the  wiso  thing  from  liis  point  of  view,  as  Arnii- 
i   io  ret'opnizcd. 

Arniitage  stootl  witli  his  hack  against  a  rack  of  pots; 

•M  table  was  at  his  loft  and  Iioyoiid  it  the  door  opening 

on  tlie  court ;  a  barred  window  was  at  his  right ;  op- 

itc  him  was  another  door  that  communicated  with  the 

'' rior  (iT  the  house  and  disclosed  the  lower  steps  of  a 

■  stai  uay  loading  upward.   'Die  Servian  now  closed 

i  li    loc'       tlie  outer  kitchen  door  with  care. 

had  lost  his  hat  in  the  area;  his  light  walk- 
ing->  lay  in  the  middle  of  the  floor;  Ids  Inverness 
coat  iiung  wet  and  i)edra,<:,iiled  about  him;  his  shirt  was 
crumpled  and  soiled.  But  his  air  of  good  humor  and  his 
tamo  acceptance  of  capture  seemed  to  increase  the  Ser- 
vian's caution,  and  he  backed  away  toward  the  inner 
door  with  his  revolver  still  j)ointed  at  Armitage's  head. 
He  began  calling  lustily  up  the  narrow  stair-well  in 
Servian,  changing  in  a  moment  to  (Jerman.  Jle  made 
a  ludicrous  figure,  as  lie  hold  his  revolver  at  arm's 
length,  craning  Ids  neck  into  the  passage,  and  howling 
until  he  was  red  in  the  face,  lie  paused  to  listen,  then 
renewed  his  cries,  while  Armitago,  with  his  back  against 
the  rack  of  pots,  studied  the  room  and  made  his  plans. 
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"There  is  a  thief  here !  I  have  rnught  a  thief !"  yoUcd 
the  Servian,  now  exasperated  by  tlie  silence  nJwve.  Then, 
as  ho  relaxed  a  moment  and  turned  to  make  sure  that 
his  revolver  still  covered  ArniitsiRc  there  was  a  sudden 
sound  of  steps  above  and  a  voice  bawled  angrily  down 

the  stairway : 

"Zmai,  stop  your  noi-e  and  tell  me  what's  the  trouble." 
It  was  the  voice  of  Durnnd  speaking  in  the  Servian 
dialect;  and  Zmai  opened  bis  mouth  to  explain. 

As  the  big  fellow  roared  his  reply  Armitage  snatched 
from  the  rack  a  heavy  iron  boiling-pot,  swung  it  high  by 
the  bail  with  both  hands  and  let  it  fly  with  all  his  might 
at  the  Servian's  head,  upturned  in  the  earnestness  of  his 
bawling.  On  the  instant  the  revolver  roared  loudly  in 
the  narrow  kitchen  and  Armitage  seized  the  brass  lamp 
and  flung  it  from  him  upon  the  hearth,  where  it  fell  with 
a  great  clatter  without  exploding. 

It  was  instantly  pitch  dark.  The  Servian  had  gone 
dowr>  like  a  felled  ox  and  Armitage  at  the  threshold 
leaped  over  him  into  the  hall  past  the  rear  stairs  down 
which  the  men  were  stumbling,  cursiag  volubly  as  they 

came. 

Annitage  had  assumed  the  existence  of  a  front  stair- 
way, and  now  that  he  was  launched  upon  an  unexpected 
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adventure,  lie  wa«  in  a  liunior  to  prolonj;  it  for  a 
inoiiuiit.  even  at  furtlier  risk.  lie  crept  along  u  dark 
passage  to  the  front  door,  found  and  turned  the  key 
to  provide  liiniself  witli  a  ready  exit,  then,  as  ho  heard 
the  u^en  from  above  stumble  over  tlic  prostrate  Servian, 
lie  bounded  up  the  fmtit  stairway,  gained  the  second 
floor,  then  the  tliird,  and  readily  found  by  its  light  the 
room  tliat  ho  had  observed  earlier  from  the  outside. 

Rclow  there  was  sniolhered  confusion  and  the  crack- 
ling of  matches  as  Durand  and  Chauvcnot  sought  to 
grasp  the  unexpected  situation  that  confronted  them. 
The  big  servant,  Armitage  knew,  would  liardly  be  able 
to  dear  matters  for  them  at  once,  and  he  hurriedly 
turned  over  the  packets  of  papers  that  lay  on  the  table. 
They  were  claims  of  one  kind  and  another  against  sev- 
eral South  and  Central  American  republics,  chiefly  for 
naval  and  military  supplies,  and  ho  merely  noted  their 
general  character.  They  were,  on  the  face  of  it,  certified 
accounts  in  the  usual  manner  of  business.  On  the  back 
of  each  had  been  printed  with  a  rubber  stamp  the  word? : 


Vienna,  Paris,  Washington. 
Chauvcnct  et  Durand. 


Armitage  snatched  up  the  coat  which  Chauvcnct  had 


A  LOST   CIGARETTE   CASE 


71 


BO  carefully  placed  on  the  back  of  his  clmir,  ran  hiu 

hands  throii-h  tiic  pockets,  found  thorn  empty,  then 

gathered  the  ..'arnicnt  tiglitly  in  his  hands,  laughed  a 

little  to  himself  to  feel  papers  sown  into  tho  lining,  and 

laughed  again  as  he  tore  the  lining  loose  and  drew  forth 

a  flat  linen  envelope  hrilliant  with  throe  seals  of  rod  wax. 

Steps  sounded  holow ;  a  man  was  running  up  the  back 

stairs;  and  from  the  kitchen  rose  sounds  of  mighty 

groaningft  and  cursings  in  the  heavy  gutturals  of  the 

Servian,  as  he  regained  his  wits  and  sought  to  explain 

his  plight 

Armitage  picked  up  a  (hair,  ran  noiselessly  to  the  head 
of  the  hack  stairs,  and  looked  down  upon  Chauvcnct, 
who  was  hurrying  up  with  a  flaming  candle  held  high 
above  his  head,  its  light  showing  anxiety  and  fear  upon 
his  face.  He  was  half-way  up  the  last  flight,  and  Armi- 
tage stood  in  the  dark,  watching  him  with  a  mixture  of 
curiosity  and  something,  too,  of  humor.  Then  he  spoke 
-in  French— in  a  tone  that  imitated  the  cool  irony  he 
had  noted  in  Durand's  tone: 

"A  few  murders  more  or  less !  But  Von  Stroehel  was 
hardly  a  fair  mark,  dearest  Jules !" 

With  this  he  sent  tho  chair  clattering  down  tho  steps, 
where  it  struck  Jules  Chauvenet's  legs  with  a  force  that 
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carried  him  howling  lustily  backward  to  the  second 
landing. 

Armitago  turned  and  sped  down  the  front  stairway, 
hearing  renewed  clamor  from  the  rear  and  cries  of  rage 
and  pain  from  the  second  story.  In  fumbling  for  the 
front  door  he  found  a  hat,  and,  having  lost  his  own, 
placed  it  upon  his  head,  drew  his  inverness  about  his 
shoulders,  and  went  quickly  out.  A  moment  later  he 
slipped  the  catch  in  the  wall  door  and  stepped  into  the 
boulevard. 

The  stars  were  shining  among  the  flying  clouds  over- 
head and  he  drew  deep  breaths  of  tuc  freshened  air  into 
his  lungs  as  he  walked  back  to  the  !Monte  Rosa.  Occa- 
sionally he  laughed  quietly  to  himself,  for  he  still 
grasped  tightly  in  his  hand,  safe  under  his  coat,  the 
envelope  which  Chauvenet  had  carried  so  carefully  con- 
cealed ;  and  several  times  Armitage  muttered  to  himself : 

"A  few  murders,  more  or  less !" 

At  the  hotel  he  changed  his  clothes,  threw  the  things 
from  his  dressing-table  into  a  bag,  and  announced  his  de- 
parture for  Paris  by  the  night  express. 

As  he  drove  to  the  railway  station  he  felt  for  his  cigar- 
ette case,  and  discovered  that  it  was  missing.  The  loss 
evidently  gave  him  great  concern,  for  he  searched  and 
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reeearched  his  pockets  and  opened  his  bags  at  the  station 
to  see  if  he  had  by  any  chance  overlooked  it,  but  it  was 

not  to  be  found. 

His  annoyance  at  the  loss  was  balanced-could  he 
have  known  it-by  the  interest  with  which,  almost  be- 
fore the  wall  door  had  closed  upon  him,  two  gentlemen 
-one  of  them  still  in  his  shirt  sleeves  and  with  a  purple 
lump  over  his  forehead-bent  over  a  gold  cigarette  case 
in  the  dark  house  on  the  Boulevard  Froi=^sart.  It  was  a 
pretty  trinket,  and  contained,  when  found  on  the  kitchen 
floor,  exactly  four  cigarettes  of  excellent  Turkish  to- 
bacco. On  one  side  of  it  wa^  etched,  in  shadings  of  blue 
and  white  enamel,  a  helmet,  surmounted  by  a  falcon, 
poised  for  flight,  and,  beneath,  the  motto  Fide  non  armis. 
The  back  bore  in  English  script,  written  large,  the  let- 
ters F.  A. 

The  men  stared  at  each  other  wonderingly  for  an  in- 
stant, then  both  leaped  to  their  feet. 
"It  isn't  possible!"  gasped  Durand. 
«It  is  quite  possible,"  replied  Chauvenet.   "The  em- 
blem is  unmistakable.  Good  God,  look!" 

The  sweat  had  broken  out  on  Chauvcnet's  face  and  he 
leaped  to  the  chair  where  his  coat  hung,  and  caught  up 
the  garment  with  shaking  hands.  The  silk  lining  flut- 
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tered  looso  where  Armitage  had  roughly  torn  out  the 
envelope. 

"Who  is  he?  Who  is  he?"  whispered  Durand,  very 
white  of  face. 

"It  may  be — it  must  be  some  one  deeply  concerned." 

Chauvenet  paused,  drawing  his  hand  across  his  fore- 
head slowly;  then  the  color  leaped  back  into  his  face, 
and  he  caught  Durand's  arm  so  tight  that  the  man 
flinched. 

"There  has  been  a  man  following  me  about ;  I  thought 
he  was  interested  in  the  Claiboracs.  He's  here — I  saw 
him  at  the  Monte  Rosa  to-night.  God !" 

He  dropped  his  hand  from  Durand's  arm  and  struck 
the  table  fiercely  with  his  clenched  hand. 

"John  Armitage — John  Armitage !  I  heard  his  name 
in  Florence." 

His  eyes  were  snapping  with  excitement,  and  amaze- 
ment grew  in  his  face. 

"Who  is  John  Armitage  ?"  demanded  Durand  sharply ; 
but  Chauvenet  stared  at  him  in  stupefaction  for  a  tense 
moment,  then  muttered  to  himself : 

"Is  it  possible?  Is  it  possible?"  and  his  voice  was 
hoarse  and  his  hand  trembled  as  he  picked  up  the  cigar- 
ette case. 
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^'My  dear  Jules,  you  act  as  though  you  had  seen  a 
ghost.  Who  the  devil  is  Armitage?" 

Chauvenct  glanced  about  the  room  cautiously,  then 
bent  forward  and  whispered  very  low,  close  to  Durand's 

ear: 

"Suppose  he  were  the  son  of  the  crazy  Karl !  Suppose 

he  were  Frederick  Augustus !" 

"Bah !  It  is  impossible !  What  is  your  man  Armitage 
like?"  asked  Durand  irritably. 

"He  is  the  right  age.  He  is  a  big  fellow  and  has  quite 
an  air.  He  seems  to  be  without  occupation." 

"Clearly  so,"  remarked  Durand  ironically.  "But  he 
has  evidently  been  watching  us.  Quite  possibly  the  la- 
mented Stroebel  employed  him.  He  may  have  seen 
Stroebel  here — ^" 

Chauvenet  again  struck  the  table  smartly. 

"Of  course  he  would  see  Stroebel!  Stroebel  was  the 
Archduke's  friend;  Stroebel  and  this  fellow  between 

them—" 

"Stroebel  is  dead.  The  Archduke  is  dead;  there  can 
be  no  manner  of  doubt  of  that,"  said  Durand;  but  doubt 
was  in  his  tone  and  in  his  eyes. 

"Nothing  is  certain ;  it  would  be  like  Karl  to  turn  up 
agaiu  with  a  son  to  back  his  claims.  They  may  both  be 
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living.  This  Armitagc  is  not  the  ordinary  pig  of  a  secret 
agent.  We  must  find  him." 

"And  quickly.  There  must  be — " 

" — another  deatli  added  to  our  little  list  before  we  are 
quite  masters  of  the  situation  in  Vienna." 

They  gave  Zmai  orders  to  remain  on  guard  at  the 
house  and  went  hurriedly  out  together. 


il 


CHAPTER  VI 


TOWARD  THE  WESTERN   STARS 

Her  blue  eyes  sought  the  west  afar, 
For  lovers  love  the  western  star. 

— Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel. 

Geneva  ia  a  good  point  from  which  to  phm  flight  to 
any  part  of  the  worhl,  for  there  at  the  top  of  Europe 
the  whole  continental  railway  pystcm  is  easily  within 
your  grasp,  and  you  may  make  your  choice  of  sailing 
ports.  It  is,  to  he  sure,  rather  out  of  your  way  to  seek  a 
ship  at  Liverpool  unless  you  expect  to  gain  some  par- 
ticular advantage  in  doing  so.  Mr.  John  Armitage  hur- 
ried thither  in  the  most  hreathless  haste  to  catch  the 
King  Edward,  whereas  he  might  have  taken  the  Tow- 
raine  at  Cherbourg  and  saved  himself  a  mad  scamper; 
hut  his  satisfaction  in  finding  himself  aboard  the  King 
Edward  was  supreme.  He  was  and  is,  it  may  be  said,  a 
man  who  salutes  the  passing  days  right  amiably,  no  mat- 
ter how  somber  their  colors. 

Shirley  Claiborne  and  Captain  Richard  Claiborne,  her 
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brother,  were  on  dock  watcliirif?  tlio  sliipping  in  the 
Mersey  as  the  big  stoamer  swung  into  tlic  channel. 

"I  hope,"  obiicrved  Dick,  "tliat  we  liave  shaken  off  all 
your  transatlantic  suitors.  That  little  Chauvenct  diod 
easier  than  I  had  expected.  lie  never  turned  up  after 
we  left  Florence,  but  I'm  not  wholly  sure  that  we  shan't 
find  him  at  the  dock  in  New  York.  And  that  mysterious 
Armitage,  who  spent  so  much  railway  fare  following  us 
about,  and  who  almost  bought  you  a  watch  in  Geneva, 
really  disappoints  me.  His  persistence  had  actually  rom- 
pelled  my  admiration.  For  a  glass-blower  he  was  fairly 
decent,  though,  and  better  than  a  lot  of  these  little  toy 
men  with  imitation  titles." 

"Is  that  an  American  cruiser?  I  reall_)  elieve  it  is 
the  Tecumseh.  What  on  earth  were  you  talking  about, 
Dick?" 

Shirley  fluttered  her  handkerchief  in  the  direction  of 
the  American  flag  displayed  by  the  cruiser,  and  Dick 
lifted  his  cap. 

"I  was  bidding  farewell  to  your  foreign  suitors,  Shir- 
ley, and  congratulating  myself  that  as  soon  as  pere  et 
mere  get  their  sea  legs  they  will  resume  charge  of  you, 
and  let  me  look  up  two  or  throe  very  presentable  speci- 
mens of  your  sex  I  saw  come  on  board.   Your  affairs 
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have  annoyed  mc  greatly  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  be  free 
of  the  responsibility." 
"Thank  you,  Captain." 

"And  if  there  arc  any  titled  blackguards  on  board—" 
"You  will  do  dreadfully  wicked  things  to  them,  won't 
you,  little  brother?" 

"Humph!  Thank  God,  I'm  an  American!" 
"That's  a  worthy  sentiment,  Richard." 
"I'd  like  to  give  out,  as  our  newspapers  say,  a  signed 
statement  throwing  a  challenge  to  all  Europe.   I  wish 
we'd  get  into  a  real  war  once  so  we  could  knock  the  con- 
ceit out  of  one  of  their  so-called  first-class  powers.   I'd 
like  to  lead  a  regiment  right  through  the  most  sacred 
precincts  of  I^ndon;  or  take  an  early  morning  gallop 
through  Berlin  to  wake  up  the  Dutch.    All  this  talk 
about  hands  across  the  sea  and  such  rot  makes  me  sick. 
The  English  are  the  most  benighted  and  the  most  con- 
ceited and  condescending  race  on  earth;  the  Germans 
and  Austrians  are  stale  beer-vats,  and  the  Italians  and 
French  are  mere  decadents  and  don't  count." 

"Yes,  dearest,"  mocked  Shirley.  "Oh,  my  large 
brother,  I  have  a  confession  to  make.  Please  don't  in- 
dulge in  great  oaths  or  stamp  a  hole  in  this  sturdy  deck, 
but  there  are  flowers  in  my  state-room—" 
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"Probably  from  the  Liverpool  consul— he's  been  pes- 
tering father  to  help  him  get  a  transfer  to  a  less  gloomy 
hole." 

"Then  I  shall  intercede  myself  with  the  President 
when  I  get  home.  They're  orchids— from  London— but 
—with   Mr.    Armitagc's   card.    Wouldn't   that   excite 

you?" 

"It  makes  mo  sick !"  and  Dick  hung  heavily  on  the 
rail  and  glared  at  a  passing  tug. 

"They  are  beautiful  orchids.  I  don't  remember  when 
orchids  have  hapi^ned  to  mo  before,  Kichard — in  such 
quantities.  Now,  you  really  didn't  disapprove  of  him  so 
much,  did  you?  This  is  probably  good -by  forever,  but 
he  wasn't  so  bad ;  and  he  may  be  an  American,  after  all." 

"A  common  adventurer!  Such  fellows  arc  always 
turning  up,  like  bad  pennies,  or  a  one-eyed  dog.  If  I 
should  sec  him  again — " 

"Yes,  Richard,  if  Vviu  should  meet  again — " 

"I'd  ask  him  to  be  good  enough  to  stop  following  us 
about,  and  if  he  persisted  I  should  muss  him  up." 

"Yes ;  I'm  sure  you  would  protect  me  from  his  impor- 
tunities at  any  hazard,"  mocked  Shirley,  turning  and 
leaning  against  the  rail  so  that  she  looked  along  the  deck 
beyond  her  brother's  stalwart  shoulders. 
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"Don't  be  silly,"  obscrvea  Dick,  whose  eyes  were  upon 
a  trim  yacht  that  was  steaming  slowly  beneath  them. 

"I  shan't,  but  please  don't  be  violent !  Do  not  murder 
the  poor  man,  Dickie,  dear,"-ana  .he  took  hold  of  his 
arm  entreatingly-"for  there  he  is-as  tall  and  mys- 
terious as  cver-and  me  found  guilty  with  a  few  of  his 
orchids  pinned  to  my  jacket!" 

"This  is  good  fortune,  indeed,"  said  Armitagc  a  mo- 
ment  later  when  they  had  shaken  hands.  "1  finished  my 
errand  at  Geneva  unexpectedly  and  here  I  am." 

He  smiled  at  the  feebleness  of  his  explanation,  and 
joined  in  their  passing  comment  on  the  life  of  the  har- 
bor. He  was  not  so  dull  but  that  he  felt  Dick  Claiborne's 
resentment  of  his  presence  on  board.  He  knew  perfectly 
well  that  his  acquaintance  with  the  Claibomes  was  too 
slight  to  be  severely  strained,  particularly  where  a  fel- 
low of  Dick  Claiborne's  high  spirit  was  concerned.    He 
talked  with  them  a  few  minutes  longer,  then  took  him- 
self off ;  and  they  saw  little  of  him  the  rest  of  the  day. 

Armitage  did  not  share  their  distinction  of  a  scat  at 
the  captain's  table,  and  Dick  found  him  late  at  night  in 
the  smoking-saloon  with  pipe  and  book.  Armitage  nod- 
ded and  asked  him  to  sit  down. 
"You  are  a  sailor  as  well  as  a  soldier,  Captain.  .You 
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are  fortunate;  I  always  nit  up  the  first  night  to  make 
sure  the  ononiy  doesn't  hiy  hold  of  nie  in  my  sleep." 

He  tossed  his  book  aside,  had  brandy  and  soda  brought 
and  offered  Claiborne  a  cigar. 

"This  is  not  the  most  fortunate  season  for  crossing; 
I  am  sure  to  fall  to-morrow.  My  father  and  mother  hate 
the  sea  particularly  and  have  retired  for  three  days.  My 
sister  is  the  only  one  of  us  who  is  perfectly  immune." 

"Yes;  I  can  well  imago  Miss  Claiborne  in  the  good 
graces  of  the  elements,"  replied  Armit  -  :  and  they 
were  silent  for  several  minutes  while  a  big  ii^issian.  who 
was  talking  politics  in  a  distant  corner  with  a  very  small 
and  solemn  German,  boomed  out  his  vic.vs  on  the  East- 
ern question  in  a  tremendous  bass. 

Dick  Claiborne  was  a  good  deal  amused  at  finding 
himself  sitting  beside  Armitage, — enjoying,  indeed,  his 
fellow  traveler's  hospitality ;  but  Armitage,  he  was  forced 
to  admit,  bore  all  the  marks  of  a  gentleman.  He  had,  to 
be  sure,  followed  Shirley  about,  but  even  the  young 
man's  manner  in  this  was  hardly  a  matter  at  which  he 
could  cavil.  And  there  was  something  altogether  likable 
in  Armitage ;  his  very  composure  was  attractive  to  Clai- 
borne; and  the  bold  lines  of  his  figure  were  not  wasted 
oa  the  young  officer.  In  the  silence,  while  they  smoked, 
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he  noted  the  perfect  tnstc  that  marked  Armitagc's  be- 
longings, which  to  him  meant  more,  perhaps,  than  the 
steadiness  of  the  man's  eyes  or  the  fine  lines  of  hU  face. 
Unconsciously  Claiborne  found  himself  watching  Ar- 
mitage'8  strong  ringlcss  hands,  and  he  knew  that  such  a 
hand,  well  kept  though  it  appeared,  had  known  hard 
work,  and  that  the  long  supple  fingors  were  such  as 
might  guide  a  tiller  fearlessly  or  set  a  Hag  daringly  upon 
a  fire-swept  parapet. 

Armitagc  was  thinking  rapidly  of  something  he  had 
sudd.'nly  resolved  to  say  to  Captain  Claiborne.  He  knew 
that  the  Claibornes  were  a  family  of  distinction;  the 
father  was  an  American  diplomat  and  lawyer  of  wide 
reputation ;  the  family  stood  for  the  best  of  which  Amer- 
ica  is  capable,  and  they  were  homeward  bound  to  the 
American  capital  where  their  social  position  and  the 
father's  fame  made  them  conspicuous. 

Armitagc  put  down  his  cigar  and  bent  toward  Clai- 
borne, speaking  with  quiet  directness. 

"Captain  Claiborne,  I  was  introduced  to  you  at  Ge- 
neva by  Iklr.  Singleton.  You  may  have  observed  me  sev- 
eral times  previously  at  Venice,  Rome,  Florence,  Paris, 
Berlin.  I  certainly  saw  you !  T  shall  not  deny  that  I  in- 
tentionally followed  you,  nor"— John  Annitage  smiled. 
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tlicn  grew  grave  again — "can  I  make  any  adequate  apol- 
ogy for  doing  so.'' 

Claiborne  looked  at  Armitago  wondoringly.  The 
man's  attitude  and  tone  were  wholly  serious  and  com- 
pelled respect.  Claiborne  nodded  and  threw  away  his 
cigar  that  he  might  give  his  whole  attention  to  what  Ar- 
mit^age  might  have  to  say. 

"A  man  docs  not  like  to  have  his  sister  forming  the 
acquaintances  of  persons  who  arc  not  properly  vouched 
for.  Except  for  Singleton  you  know  nothing  of  mc;  and 
Singleton  knows  very  little  of  me,  indeed." 

Claiborne  nodded,  lie  felt  the  color  creeping  into  liis 
checks  consciously  as  Armitage  touched  upon  this  mat- 
ter. 

"I  speak  to  you  as  I  do  because  it  is  your  right  to 
know  who  and  what  I  am,  for  I  am  not  on  the  King  Ed- 
ward l)y  accident  but  by  intention,  and  I  am  going  to 
Washington  because  your  sister  lives  there." 

Claiborne  smiled  in  spite  of  himself. 

"But,  my  dear  sir,  this  is  most  extraordinn'-y!  I  don't 
know  that  I  care  to  hear  any  more ;  by  listening  I  seem 
to  be  encouraging  you  to  follow  us — it's  altogether  too 
unusual.  It's  almost  preposterous !" 

'And  Dick  Claiborne  frowned  severely;  but  Armitage 
etlU  met  his  cj-es  gravely. 
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"It's  only  decent  for  a  man  to  jrive  his  references 
when  it's  niitunil  for  them  to  be  rcquirecl.   I  was  edu- 
cated at  Trinity  College,  Toronto.  I  spent  a  year  at  the 
Harvard  Law  School.  And  T  am  not  a  beggar  utterly.  I 
own  a  ranch  in  Montana  that  actually  pays  and  a  thou- 
sand acres  of  the  best  wheat  land  in  Nebraska.   At  the 
Bronx  Loan  and  Trust  Company  in  New  York  I  have 
securities  to  a  considera])le  amount —I  am  perfectly 
willing  that  any  one  who  is  at  all  interested  should  in- 
quire of  the  Trust  Company  ofticcrs  as  to  my  standing 
with  them.    H  I  were  asked  to  state  my  occupation  I 
should  have  to  say  that  I  am  a  cattle  herder— what  you 
call  a  cowboy.   I  can  make  my  living  in  the  practice  of 
the  business  almost  anywhere  from  New  ^lexico  north 
to  the  Canadian  line.  I  flatter  myself  that  I  am  pretty 
good  at  it,"  and  John  Armitage  smiled  and  took  a  cigar- 
ette from  a  box  on  the  table  and  lighted  it. 

Dick  Claiborne  was  greatly  interested  in  what  Ar- 
mitage had  said,  and  he  struggled  between  an  inclination 
to  encourage  further  confidence  and  a  feeling  that  ho 
should,  for  Shirley's  sake,  make  it  clear  to  this  young 
stranger  that  it  was  of  no  consequence  to  any  member 
of  the  Claiborne  family  who  he  was  or  what  might  be 
the  extent  of  his  lands  or  the  unimpeachable  character 


Hi 

4 
.1 


1 


i)'- 


i.  » 

r 


m 


86 


thp:  port  of  missing  men 


of  his  investments.  But  it  was  not  so  easy  to  turn  aside 
a  fellow  who  was  so  big  of  frame  and  apparently  so  sane 
and  so  steady  of  purpose  as  this  Armitage,  And  there 
was,  too,  the  further  consideration  that  while  Armitage 
was  volunteering  gratuitous  information,  and  assuming 
an  interest  in  his  affairs  by  the  Claibornes  that  was 
wholly  unjustified,  there  was  also  the  other  side  of  the 
matter:  that  his  explanations  proceeded  from  motives 
of  delicacy  that  were  praiseworthy.  Dick  was  puzzled, 
and  piqued  besides,  to  find  that  his  resources  as  a 
big  protecting  brothc  wore  so  soon  exhausted.  WTiat 
Armitage  was  asking  was  the  right  to  seek  his  sister 
Shirley's  hand  in  marriage,  and  the  thing  was  absurd. 
Moreover,  who  was  John  Armitage? 

The  question  startled  Claiborne  into  a  realization  of 
the  fact  that  Armitage  had  volunteered  considerable  in- 
formation without  at  all  answering  this  question.  Dick 
Claiborne  was  a  human  being,  and  curious. 

"Pardon  me,"  he  asked,  "but  are  you  an  English- 
man?" 

"I  am  not,"  answered  Armitage.  "I  have  been  so  long 
in  America  tiiac  I  feel  as  much  at  home  there  as  any- 
where— but  I  am  neither  Knglish  nor  American  by 
birth ;  I  am,  on  the  other  hand — " 
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He  hcsitntcd  for  tho  ])arost  second,  and  Claiborne  was 
sensible  of  an  intensification  of  interest;  now  at  last 
there  was  to  be  a  revelation  that  amounted  to  something. 

"On  the  other  hand/'  Armitage  repeated,  "I  was  born 
at  Fontaineblean,  where  my  parents  lived  for  only  a  few 
months ;  but  I  do  not  consider  that  that  fact  makes  me  a 
Frenchman.  :^Iy  motlier  is  dead.  :\ry  father  died— very 
recently.  I  have  been  in  America  enough  to  know  that  a 
foreigner  is  often  under  suspicion — particularly  if  he 
have  a  title !  ^My  distinction  is  that  I  am  a  foreigner 
without  one  I"'  John  Armitage  laughed. 

"It  is,  indeed,  a  real  merit,"  declared  Dick,  who  felt 
that  something  was  expected  of  him.  In  spite  of  him- 
self, he  found  much  to  like  in  John  Armitage.  He  par- 
ticularly despised  sham  and  pretense,  and  he  had  been 
won  by  the  evident  sincerity  of  Armitage's  wish  to  ap- 
pear well  in  his  eyes. 

"And  now,"  said  Armitage,  "I  assure  you  that  I  am 
not  in  the  habit  of  talking  so  much  about  myself— and  if 
you  will  overlook  this  offense  I  promise  not  to  bore  you 


» 


agam 

"I  have  been  interested,"  remarked  Dick;  "and,"  he 
added,  "I  can  not  do  less  than  thank  you,  Mr.  Armi- 
tage.'* 
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Armitage  began  talking  of  the  American  army — its 
strcngtl'.  and  wcaknestJcs — with  an  intimate  knowledge 
that  greatly  s^urprisod  and  interested  the  young  officer; 
and  when  they  separated  presently  it  was  with  a  curious 
mixture  of  liking  and  mystification  that  Claiborne  re- 
viewed their  talk. 

The  next  day  brought  heavy  weather,  and  only  hard- 
ened sea-goers  were  abroad.  Armitage,  breakfasting  late, 
was  not  satisfied  that  he  had  acted  wisely  in  speaking  to 
Captain  Claiborne;  but  lie  had,  at  any  rate,  eased  in 
some  degree  his  own  conscience,  and  he  had  every  inten- 
tion of  seeing  all  that  he  could  of  Shirley  Claiborne  dur- 
ing these  days  of  their  fellow-voyaging. 


CHAPTER  VII 


ON  THE  DAHK  DIX'K 

Ease,  of  all  good  gifts  the  best, 

War  and  wave  at  last  decree: 
Love  alone  denies  us  rest, 

Cruder  than  sword  or  sea. 

William  Watson. 

"I  am  Coluinbiis  every  time  I  cross,''  said  Shirley. 
"What  lies  out  there  in  the  west  is  an  unaiscovcrcd  coun- 
try." 

"Then  I  shall  have  to  take  the  part  of  the  rebellious 
and  doubting  crew.  There  is  no  America,  and  we're  sure 
to  get  into  trouble  if  we  don't  turn  back." 

"You  shall  be  clapped  into  irons  and  fed  on  bread  and 
water,  and  turned  over  to  the  Indians  as  soon  as  we 

reach  land." 

"Don't  starve  me !  Let  mo  hang  from  the  yard-arm  at 
once,  or  walk  the  plank.  I  choose  the  hour  immediately 
after  dinner  for  my  obsequies !" 

"Choose  a  cheerf  uUer  word !"  pleaded  Shirley. 

"I  am  sorry  to  suggest  mortality,  but  I  was  trying  to 
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let  my  inia<rinati()n  play  n  littlo  on  tlio  eternal  novelty 
of  travel,  and  you  have  dropped  me  down  'full  faddoni 
five.' " 

"I'm  sorry,  hut  I  hiwo  only  revealed  an  honest  tend- 
ency of  character.  Piracy  is  probal)ly  a  more  profitable 
line  of  business  than  discovery.  Discoverers  benefit  man- 
kind at  frreat  sacrifice  and  expense,  and  die  before  they 
can  receive  the  royal  thanks.  A  pirate's  business  is  all 
done  over  the  counter  on  a  strictly  cash  basis." 

They  were  silent  for  a  moment,  continuing  their 
tramp.  Fair  weather  was  peopling  the  decks.  Dick  Clai- 
borne was  engrossed  with  a  vivacious  California  girl, 
and  Shirley  saw  him  only  at  meals ;  but  he  and  Armitage 
held  night  sessions  in  the  smoking-room,  with  increased 
liking  on  both  sides. 

"Armitage  isn't  a  had  sort,"  Dick  admitted  to  Shirley. 
"He's  either  an  awful  liar,  or  he's  seen  a  lot  of  the 
world." 

"Of  course,  he  has  to  travel  to  sell  his  glassware," 
observed  Shirley.  "I'm  surprised  at  your  seeming  inti- 
macy with  a  mere  'peddler, —and  you  an  officer  in  the 
finest  cavalry  in  the  world." 

"Well,  if  he's  a  peddler  he's  a  high-class  one— prob- 
ably the  junior  member  of  the  firm  that  owns  the  works." 
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Armitaj?o  saw  somotliin<r  of  all  tlio  Claibornos  every 
(lay  in  tho  pleasant  intimacy  of  ship  life,  and  Hilton 
Claiborne  found  the  young  man  an  interesting  talker. 
Judge  Claiborne  is,  as  every  one  knows,  the  best-posted 
American  of  his  time  in  diplomatic  history;  and  when 
they  were  together  Armitage  suggested  topics  that  were 
well  calculated  to  awaken  the  old  lawyer's  interest. 

"Tho  glass-blower's  a  deep  one,  all  right,"  remarked 
Dick  to  Shirley.  '"Ho  jollies  me  occasionally,  just  to 
show  there's  no  hard  feeling:  then  he  jollies  the  gov- 
ernor; and  when  T  saw  our  mother  footing  it  on  his  arm 
this  afternoon  I  almost  fell  in  a  faint.  I  wish  you'd 
hold  on  to  him  tight  till  we're  docked.  "My  little  friend 
from  California  is  crazy  about  him— and  T  haven't  dared 
tell  her  he's  only  a  drummer;  such  a  fling  would  be  un- 
chivalrous  of  me — " 

"It  would,  Richard.  Be  a  generous  foe — ^whether— 
whether  you  can  afford  to  be  or  not !"' 

"My  sister — my  own  sister  says  this  to  me!  This  is 
quite  the  unkindest.  I'm  going  to  offer  myself  to  the 
daughter  of  the  redwoods  at  once." 

Shirley  and  Armitage  talked— as  people  will  on  ship- 
board— of  everything  under  the  sun.  Shirley's  enthusi- 
asms  -were   in   themselves   interesting;   but   she   was 
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informed  in  tlio  wnrM's  larger  affairf,  as  ))coamc  ilio 
(laufrhtcr  of  a  man  wlio  was  an  authorit)-  in  such  matters, 
and  found  it  ploassant  to  discuss  tliem  with  Armitage. 
lie  felt  tlio  poetic  quality  in  her;  it  was  that  which  had 
first  appealed  to  liiiu;  hut  he  did  not  know  that  some- 
thing of  the  same  sort  in  himself  touclied  her;  it  was 
enough  for  those  days  that  he  was  courteous  and  amus- 
ing, and  gained  a  trifle  in  her  eyes  from  the  fact  that  he 
had  no  tangil)le  hackground. 

Then  came  the  evening  of  the  fifth  day.  They  were 
taking  a  turn  after  dinner  on  the  lighted  deck.  The 
spring  stars  hung  faint  and  far  through  thin  clouds  and 
the  wind  was  keen  from  the  sea.  A  few  passengers  were 
out;  the  deck  stewards  went  ahout  gathering  up  rugs 
and  cha'rs  for  the  night. 

"Time  'Ughtn't  to  he  reckoned  at  all  at  sea,  so  that 
people  who  feel  themselves  getting  old  might  sail  forth 
into  the  deep  and  defy  the  old  man  with  the  hour-glass."' 

"I  like  the  idea.  Such  people  could  hecome  fishers — 
permanently,  and  grow  very  wise  from  so  much  brain 
food." 

"They  wouldn't  eat,  ^Ir.  Armitage.  Brain-food  for- 
sooth! You  talk  like  a  hrcakfast-food  advertisement. 
My  idea — mine,  please  note — is  for  such  fortunate  peo- 
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plo  to  pail  in  pretty  littlo  boats  with  orariRo-tintca  sails 
and  pick  up  lost  dreams.  I  got  a  hint  of  tliat  in  a  pretty 

poem  once — 

"  'Time  seomed  to  pavise  a  little  pace, 
I  heard  a  dream  go  by.' " 

"But  out  here  in  mid-ocean  a  little  boat  with  lateen 
sails  wouldn't  have  much  show.  And  dreams  passing 
over— the  idea  is  pretty,  and  is  creditable  to  your  im- 
agination. But  I  thought  your  fancy  was  more  militant. 
Now,  for  example,  you  like  battle  pictures—"  he  said, 
and  paused  inquiringly. 

She  looked  at  him  quickly. 

''llow  do  you  know  1  do?*' 

"You  like  Detaillc  particularly." 

"Am  I  to  defend  my  taste  ?— what's  the  answer,  if  you 

don't  mind  ?" 

"Detaillc  is  much  to  my  liking,  also;  but  I  prefer 
Flamcng,  as  a  strictly  personal  matter.  That  was  a  won- 
derful collection  of  military  and  battle  pictures  shown 
in  Paris  last  winter." 

She  half  withdrew  her  hand  from  his  arm,  and  turned 
away.  The  sea  winds  did  not  wholly  account  for  the 
sudden  color  in  her  cheeks.  She  had  seen  Armitage  in 
Paris— in  cafes,  at  the  opera,  but  not  at  the  great  exhibi- 
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tion  of  world-fiiinous  l.attlo  picturos*;  yet  iindoubtcdly 
he  had  soon  her ;  and  she  r('nienil)erod  with  instant  con- 
pcioupnoss  the  hours  of  absorption  she  had  siwnt  before 
those  canvases. 

"It  was  a  puhlir  exhibition,  I  believe;  there  was  no 
^Tcat  liarm  in  seeing:  it."* 

"Xo;  there  certainly  was  not !"  ITo  laufrhed,  then  was» 
serious  at  once.  Shirley's  tenso,  arrested  fif^ire,  her 
bright,  eager  eyes,  lier  parted  lips,  as  he  saw  her  before 
the  battle  pictures  in  the  galh^ry  at  Taris,  came  up  before 
him  and  gave  him  pause.  He  could  not  play  upon  that 
stolen  glance  or  tease  her  curiosity  in  respect  to  it.  If 
this  were  a  ship  flirtation,  it  might  be  well  enough;  but 
the  very  sweetness  and  opcn-hcartedness  of  her  youth 
shielded  her.  It  seemed  to  him  in  that  moment  a  con- 
temptible and  unpardonable  thing  that  ho  had  followed 
her  about— and  caught  her,  there  at  Paris,  in  an  exalted 
mood,  to  which  she  had  been  wrought  by  the  moving  in- 
cidents of  war. 

"I  was  in  Paris  during  the  exhibition,"  he  said  quietly. 

"Ormsby,  the  American  painter— the  man  who  did  the 

High  Tide  at  Gettyshurg—h  an  acquaintance  of  mine.'" 

«0h !" 

It  was  Ormsby's  painting  that  had  particularly  capti- 
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vated  Shirley.  She  hail  returned  to  it  day  after  day ;  and 
the  thought  that  Annitage  had  taken  advantage  of  her 
deep  interest  in  PickL-tt's  charging  gray  line  was  annoy- 
ing, and  she  abrupt!  v  -  'anged  the  suhjoct. 

Shirley  had  sp(>ci      M  nmoh  as  to  the  meaning  of 
Armitagc's  remark  at  the  carriage  door  in  Oei 
that  he  expected  the  slayer  .-f  the  old  Austrian  prii. 
minister  to  pass  that  way.  Arniitage  \.m\  not  referred  to 
the  crime  in  any  way  in  his  talks  with  her  on  the  King 
Edward;  their  conversations  had  heen  pitched  usually  in 
a  light  and  frivolous  key,  or  if  one  were  disposed  to  be 
serious  the  other  responded  in  a  note  of  levity. 

"We're  all  imperialists  at  heart,"  said  Shirley,  refer- 
ring to  a  talk  between  them  earlier  in  the  day.  «Wc 
Americans  are  hungry  for  empire;  were  simply  waiting 
for  the  man  on  horseback  to  gallop  down  Broadway  and 
up  Fifth  Avenue  with  a  troop  of  cavalry  at  his  heels 
and  proclaim  the  new  dispensation." 

"And  before  he'd  gone  a  block  a  big  Irish  policeman 
would  arrest  him  for  disorderly  conduct  or  disturbing 
the  peace,  or  for  giving  a  show  without  a  license,  and 
the  republic  would  continue  to  do  business  at  the  old 

stand." 

"No;  the  police  would  have  been  bribed  in  advance, 
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and  would  (Iclivcr  tlio  koys  of  the  city  to  tho  new  cm- 
IMTor  at  the  door  of  St.  Patrick's  Cutlicdnil,  nnd  \m 
majesty  would  go  to  SlierryV  for  lundicon,  and  sij,'n  a 
few  decrees,  au<l  onler  the  j,'uinotine  net  up  in  Union 
Square.  Do  you  follow  me,  Mr.  Armitnpe?'' 

"Yes;  to  the  very  step^  of  the  jruillotino,  MiKi*  Clai- 
l)ornc.  But  the  lootinj?  of  the  temples  and  the  plunder- 
in<j  of  hanks — If  the  thing  is  hound  to  he — I  should  like 
to  share  in  the  jreneral  joy.  But  I  have  an  idea.  Miss 
t'laihorne,''  he  exclaimed,  as  though  with  inspiration. 

"Yes — you  have  an  idea — '' 

"Let  mc  ho  the  man  on  horsehack ;  antl  yiui  might 
be—" 

"Yes — the  suspense  is  terrihlel — what  might  I  ho, 
vour  M  jestv  ?" 

"Well,  we  should  call  you— ' 

He  hesitated,  and  she  wondered  whether  he  would  be 
bold  enough  to  moot  the  issue  ofTcrcd  by  this  turn  of 
their  nonsense. 

"I  seem  to  give  your  Majesty  diOiculty;  the  silence 
isn't  flattering,"  she  said  mockingly;  but  she  was  con- 
scious of  a  certain  excitement  as  she  walked  the  deck  be- 
side him. 

"Oh,  pardon  mo!  The  difficulty  is  only  as  to  title — 
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you  would,  of  course,  occupy  the  duis;  but  whether  you 
should  be  .iu(.-u  or  cn>prc>.s-that's  tbo  rub!  H  America 
i.  to  be  nn  e.npiro,  then  of  course  you  would  be  an  em- 
press.  So  Ihorc  you  arc  answered." 

They  i.a>.<'(l  lau-hingly  on  to  the  other  phases  of  the 
matter  in  the  ^\ hinisical  vein  that  was  natural  in  her,  and 
to  which  ho  re.i.(.nded.   They  watched  the  lights  of  an 
oast-hound   st.'anier   that  was  passing  near.    The  ex- 
c.haiigc  of  rocket  signals-that  pretty  and  graceful  parley 
between  ships  that  pas<  in  the  night-int.-rested  them 
lor  a  -no.neut.  Then  the  deck  li-hts  went  out  so  .ud- 
,l,,nly  it  seen.ed  tliat  a  dark  curtain  had  descended  and 
shut  them  in  with  the  sea. 

"Accident  to  tlie  dynamo— wo  shall  have  the  lights  on 
in  a  moment!"  sliouted  tlie  deck  othcor,  who  stood  near, 
talking  to  a  passenger. 
"Shall  we  go  in?"  asked  Armitage. 
"Yes,  it  is  getting  cold,"  replied  Shirley. 
For  a  moment  they  were  quite  alone  on  the  dark  deck, 
though  they  heard  voices  near  at  hand. 

They  were  groping  their  way  toward  the  main  saloon, 
where  they  had  left  Ut.  and  ^Irs.  Claiborne,  when  Shir- 
ley was  aware  of  some  one  lurking  near.  A  figure 
seemed  to  be  crouching  close  by,  and  she  felt  its  furtive 
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movements  and  know  that  it  lind  pas.^od  but  remained 

a  few  feet  away.  Her  hand  on  ArniitafrcV  arv  tiglitened. 
"What  h  that? — there  is  some  one  following  us,"  she 

said. 
At  the  same  moment  Armitago,  too,  became  aware  of 

the  presence  of   a   stooping  figure   behind   him.     He 

stopped  abruptly  and  faced  about. 
"Stand  quite  still.  Miss  Claiborne." 
He  peered  about,  and  instantly,  as  though  waiting  for 
his  voice,  a  tail  figure  rose  not  a  yard  from  him  and  a 
long  arm  shot  high  above  his  head  and  descended  swiftly. 
They  were  close  to  the  rail,  and  a  roll  of  the  ship  sent 
Armitage  off  his  feet  and  away  from  his  assailant.  Shir- 
ley at  the  same  moment  threw  out  her  hands,  defensively 
or  for  support,  and  clutched  the  arm  and  shoulder  of  the 
man  who  had  assailed  Armitage.  He  had  driven  a  knife 
at  John  Armitage,  and  was  poising  himself  for  another 
attempt  when  Shirley  seized  his  arm.   As  he  drew  back 
a  fold  of  his  cloak  still  lay  in  Shirley's  grasp,  and  she 
gave  a  sharp  little  cry  as  the  figure,  with  a  quick  jerk, 
released  the  cloak  and  slipped  away  into  the  shadows.  A 
moment  later  the  lights  were  restored,  and  she  saw  Ar- 
mitage regarding  ruefully  a  long  slit  in  the  left  arm  of 
his  ulster. 
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"Arc  you  hurt?  What  has  happened?"  she  demanded. 

"It  must  ha\e  been  a  sea-serpent,"  he  replied,  laugh- 
ing. 

The  deck  otRccr  rc^'arded  tliem  curiou^^ly  as  they 
blinked  in  the  glare  of  light,  and  asked  whether  any- 
thing was  wrong.  Aruiitage  turned  tlie  matter  off. 

"I  guess  it  was  a  sea-serpent,*  he  said.  "It  bit  a  hole 
in  my  ulster,  for  which  I  am  not  grateful."  Then  in  a 
lower  tone  to  Shirley:  "That  uas  cvrtainly  a  strange 
proceeding.  I  am  sorry  you  were  startled ;  and  I  am  un- 
der greatest  oldigalions  to  you,  :\Iiss  Clail^orne.  Why, 
you  actually  pulled  the  fellow  away!" 

"Oh,  no,"  she  returned  lightly,  hut  still  breathing 
hard;  "it  was  the  instinct  of  self-pieservation.    I  was 
unsteady  on  my  feet  for  a  moment,  and  sought  some- 
thing to  take  hold  of.  That  pirate  was  the  nearest  thing, 
and  I  caught  hold  of  his  cloak;  I'm  sure  it  was  a  cloak, 
and  that  makes  me  sure  he  was  a  human  villain  of  some 
sort.  He  didn't  feel  in  the  least  like  a  sea-serpent.  But 
some  one  tried  to  injure  you— it  is  no  jesting  matter—" 
"Some  lunatic  escaped  from  the  steerage,  probably.  I 
shall  report  it  to  the  ofiicers." 

"Yes,  it  should  be  reported,"  said  Shirley. 

"It  was  very  strange.  \Vhy,  the  deck  of  the  King  Ed- 
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ward  is  the  safest  place  in  tlie  world  ;  i)ut  it's  s  ncihing 
to  have  had  hold  of  a  sea-serpent,  or  a  pirate !  I  hope 
you  will  forgive  me  for  bringing  you  into  such  an  en- 
counter; but  if  you  hadn't  caught  his  cloak — *' 

Arniitagc  was  unennifortal)lr,  and  anxious  to  allay 
hor  fears.  The  incident  was  by  no  means  trivial,  as  he 
knew.  Passengers  on  the  great  transatlantic  steamers 
are  safeguarded  by  every  possible  means;  and  the  fact 
that  he  had  been  attacked  in  the  few  minutes  that  the 
deck  lights  had  been  out  of  order  pointed  to  an  espio- 
nage that  was  both  close  and  daring.  He  was  greatly 
surprised  and  more  shaken  than  he  wished  Shirley  to 
believe.  Tlie  thing  was  disfjuieting  enough,  and  it  could 
not  but  impress  her  strangely  that  he,  of  all  the  persons 
on  board,  should  have  been  the  ol)jeet  of  so  unusual  an 
assault.  He  was  in  the  disagreeal)le  plight  of  having 
subjected  her  to  danger,  and  as  tliey  entered  the  bril- 
liant saloon  he  freed  himself  of  the  ulster  with  its  tell- 
tale gash  and  sought  to  minimize  her  impression  of  the 
incident. 

Shirley  did  not  refer  to  the  matter  again,  but  resolved 
to  keep  her  own  counsel.  She  felt  that  any  one  who 
would  accept  the  one  chance  in  a  thousand  of  striking 
down  an  enemy  on  a  steamer  deck  must  be  animated  by 
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very  bitter  hatred.  Slie  know  that  to  speak  of  the  alTair 
to  her  father  or  hrothcr  wouhl  bo  to  ahirin  thorn  and 
prejudice  them  again>t  Jolm  Arnnlngo,  about  whom  hor 
brother,  at  least,  had  entertained  doubts.  And  it  is  not 
reassuring  as  to  a  nuin  of  whom  liltlo  or  nothing  is 
known  that  lie  is  menaced  by  secret  enemies. 

The  attack  had  found  Armitago  unprepared  and  of! 
guard,  but  with  swift  reaction  his  wits  were  at  work.  He 
at  once  sought  the  purser  and  scrutinized  every  name  on 
the  passenger  list.  It  was  unlikely  that  a  steerage  pas- 
senger could  reach  the  saloon  deck  unol)scrved  ;  a  second 
cabin  passenger  migbt  do  so,  however,  and  he  sought 
among  the  names  in  the  second  cabin  list  for  a  clue,  lie 
did  not  believe  that  Chauvenet  or  Durand  had  l)oard(^d 
the  King  Edward  He  himself  had  made  the  boat  only 
by  a  quick  dash,  and  ho  had  left  those  t«-o  gentlemen  at 
Geneva  with  much  to  consider. 

It  was.  however,  quite  within  the  probabilities  that 
they  would  send  some  one  to  watch  him,  for  the  two  men 
whom  he  had  overheard  in  the  dark  house  on  the  Boule- 
vard Froissart  were  active  and  resourceful  rascals,  he 
had  no  doubt.  Whether  they  would  be  able  to  make  any- 
thing of  the  cigarette  case  he  had  stupidly  left  behind 
he  could  not  conjecture;  but  the  importance  of  recover- 
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ing  the  packet  ho  had  cut  from  C'hauvcnetV  coat  was  not 
a  trillc  that  roiruos  of  thoir  eah  ■  -.vould  ignore.  There 
was,  the  purser  said,  a  sick  in;  ii  in  the  second  cahin, 
who  had  kept  chjse  to  liis  hertli.  The  steward  believed 
the  man  to  be  a  continental  of  some  sort,  who  spoke  bad 
German.  lie  had  taken  the  boat  at  Liverpool,  paid  for 
his  passage  in  gold,  and,  complaining  of  illness,  retired, 
evidently  for  the  voyage.  His  name  wiis  Peter  Ludovic, 
and  the  steward  de.-t-ribed  him  in  detail. 

"Big  fellow ;  bullet  head ;  bristling  mustache ;  small 
eves — " 

"That  will  do,"'  said  Armitage,  grinning  at  the  ease 
with  which  he  identified  the  man. 

"You  understand  that  it  is  wholly  irregular  for  us  to 
let  such  a  matter  pass  without  acting — "  said  the  purser. 

"It  would  serve  no  pur^>ose,  and  might  do  harm.  I 
will  take  the  responsibility."' 

And  Jolrn  Armitage  made  a  memorandum  in  his  notc^ 
book: 


'Zmai 


-J  f ravels  as  Peter  Ludovic. 


Armitage  carried  the  envelope  which  he  liad  cut  from 
Chauvenet's  coat  pinned  into  an  inner  pocket  of  his 
waistcoat,  and  since  boarding  the  King  Edward  he  had 
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examined  it  twice  daily  to  see  lluit  it  was  intact.   The 
three  red  wax  souls  wore  m  blank,  roplaoing  those  of 
like  size  that  had  orijiinally  l.con  allixod  to  llio  envelope  ; 
and  at  once  aft-r  tlio  attack  on  Wv  .lark  deck  he  opened 
the  packet  and  exaininod  the  paper-— some  half-dozen 
sheets  of  thin  linen,  writtou  in  a  elork's  tloar  hand  in 
black  ink.  There  had  been  no  nii-tako  in  the  matter ;  tlie 
packet  which  Chauvenet  had  purloined  from  the  old 
prime  minister  at  Vienna  had  conio  again  into  Armi- 
ta ire's  hands.   He  was  daily  tempted  to  destroy  it  and 
oast  it  in  bits  to  the  sea  winds;  but  he  was  deterred  by 
the  rememl)ranee  of  his  last  interview  with  the  old  prime 

minister. 

"Do  something  for  i\u4ria — something  for  the  Em- 
pire." These  phrases  repeated  themselves  over  and  over 
again  in  his  mind  until  they  rose  and  fell  with  the  ca- 
dence of  the  high,  wavering  voice  of  the  Cardinal  Arch- 
bishop of  Vienna  as  ho  chanted  the  mass  of  requiem  for 
Count  Ferdinand  von  Stroebel. 
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'•TlIK  KING   IS   DKAD;  LONG   LIVE  THE  KING" 

Low  he  lies,  yet  Ligh  and  great 
Looms  he,  lying  ihus  In  state. — 
How  exalted  o'er  ye  when 
Dead,  my  lords  and  gentlemen! 

— James  Whitcomb  Riley. 

John  Armitafro  lingorod  in  Xew  York  for  a  week,  not 
to  press  the  Clailjorucs  too  closely,  tlieu  went  to  Wash- 
ington, lie  wrote  himself  down  on  the  register  of  the 
Xew  American  as  John  Armitage,  Cinch  Tight,  Mon- 
tana, and  took  a  suite  of  rooms  high  up,  with  an  out- 
look that  swept  Pennsylvania  Avenue.  It  was  on  the 
evening  of  a  bright  April  day  that  he  thus  established 
himself;  ana  after  ho  had  unpacked  his  belongings  he 
stood  long  at  the  window  and  watched  the  lights  leap 
out  of  the  dusk  over  the  city.  lie  was  in  Washington  be- 
cause Shirley  Claiborne  lived  there,  and  he  knew  that 
even  if  he  wished  to  do  so  he  could  no  longer  throw  an 
air  of  inadvertence  into  his  meetings  with  her.  He  had 
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been  very  lonoly  in  those  days  wlicii  lu-  first  sinv  luT 
abroad;  t!io  siglit  of  lior  had  lifti'<l  his  mood  of  doprcs- 
sion;  and  now,  after  tliosc  enchanted  hours  at  sea,  his 
coming-  to  Wasliington  had  l)een  inevitable. 

Many  tliinj,^s  passed  through  his  nund  as  lie  stood  at 
the  open  window.  His  life,  he  felt,  could  never  be  again 
as  it  had  been  before,  and  ho  sighed  deei)ly  as  he  re- 
called his  talk  with  the  old  prime  minister  at  Geneva. 
Then  ho  laughed  quietly  as  ho  remembered  Chauvenet 
and  Durand  and  tho  dark  house  on  the  Boulevard  Frois- 
sart;  but  the  further  recollection  of  tlio  attack  made  on 
his  life  on  the  deck  of  tho  King  Edward  sobered  liim, 
and  he  turned  away  from  tho  window  impatiently.   Ho 
had   seen   the    sick   second-cabin   passenger   leave   tho 
steamer  at  New  York,  but  had  taken  no  trouble  either  to 
watch  or  to  avoid  him.   Very  likely  the  man  was  under 
instructions,  and  had  been  told  to  follow  tho  Claibornes 
homo;  and  tho  thought  of  their  identihcation  with  him- 
self by  his  enemies  angered  him.   Chauvenet  was  likely 
to  appear  in  Washington  at  any  time,  and  wouhl  un- 
doubtedly seek  tho  Claibornes  at  once.  The  fact  that  the 
man  was  a  scoundrel  might,  in  some  circumstances, 
have  afforded  Armitage  comfort,  but  here  again  Armi- 
tage's  mood  grew  dark.  Jules  Chauvenet  was  undoubt- 
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cclly  a  rascal  of  a  sbrcwd  and  dangerous  type;  but  who, 
pray,  was  John  Arniitago? 

Tlic  hell  in  his  entry  rang,  and  lie  flashed  on  the  lights 
and  opened  the  door. 

"Well,  I  like  this  I  Setting  yourself  up  hero  in  gloomy 
splendor  and  never  saying  a  word.  You  never  deserved 
to  have  any  friends,  John  Armitage!" 

"Jim  Sanderson,  come  in!"'  Armitage  grasped  the 
hands  of  a  red-bearded  giant  of  forty,  the  possessor  of 
alert  brown  eyes  and  a  big  voice. 

"It's  my  rural  habit  of  reading  the  register  every 
night  in  search  of  constituents  that  brings  me  hero. 
They  said  they  guessed  you  were  in.  so  I  just  came  up 
to  SCO  whether  you  were  opening  a  poker  game  or  had 
come  to  sneak  a  claim  pa;-  the  watch-dog  of  the 
treasury." 

The  caller  threw  himself  into  a  chair  and  rolled  a  fat, 
unlighted  cigar  about  in  his  mouth.  "You're  a  peach, 
all  right,  and  as  offensively  hale  and  handsome  as  ever. 
When  are  you  going  to  the  ranch  ?" 

"Well,  not  just  immediately;  I  want  to  sample  the 
flesh-pots  for  a  day  or  two." 

"You're  getting  soft, — that's  what's  the  matter  with 
you !  You're  afraid  of  the  spring  zephyrs  on  the  Mon- 
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tana  ranffo.   Well,  TU  admit  that  if.  rather  more  di- 

verting  bore." 

"There  is  uo  dol.atin-  that,  Senator.  TTow  do  you  like 
bcin-  a  statesman?  It  wa.  so  sudden  and  all  that.  I 
read^an  awful  mast  of  you  in  an  En.dish  m^or.  They 
took  your  election  to  the  Sonat.  as  another  evidence  of 
tho  complete  domination  c,f  our  rolitics  by  the  pluto- 

crats." 

Sanderson  winked  prodigiously. 
"The  papers  hm-e  rather  skinned  me;  but  on  the 
whole,  I'll  do  very  well.  They  say  it  isn't  respectable 
to  be  a  senator  these  days,  but  they  oughtn't  to  hold  it 
up  against  a  man  that  he's  rich.  If  the  Lord  put  silver 
in  th"  nountains  of  Montana  and  let  me  dig  it  out,  its 
nothing  against  me,  i^  it . 

"Decidedly  not!   And  if  you  want  to  invest  it  in  a 
scnatorship  it's  the  Lord's  hand  again." 

"Why  sure!"  and  the  Senator  from  Montana  winked 
once  more.  "But  it's  expensive.  I've  got  to  be  elected 
again  next  winter-I'm  only  filling  out  Billings'  term- 
and  I'm  not  sure  I  can  go  up  against  it." 

"But  ,-ou  are  nothing  if  not  unselfish.  If  the  good  of 

the  country  demands  it  you'll  not  falter,  if  I  know  you." 

"There's  hot  water  heat  in  this  hotel,  so  please  turn 
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off  tlio  Iiot  jiir.  \  s.iu  your  forciiiiin  in  llclciin  tho  last 
time  I  wjis  out  (liciT.  jiikI  1m>  w.-is  solicr.  1  nimtion  tlic 
fiift,  kiiowiiii,'  jlijit  Tii:  ji'dparflizinir  my  rcjjutatinn  for 
vcnuily,  Imt  it's  tlic  I.onT.-;  tnilli.  f)f  courso  you  sjient 
Chri-liiias  at  (lie  <>I<1  Iiomo  in  Knjiland — ono  of  those 
yulf-lo;,'  and  ])iuiii-[»U(!(lin;;  Cliristniasos  you  read  of  in 
novels.  You  Kn^'liMiMicn — '' 

"My  dear  Sand*  r.-on,  don't  call  mo  Knj.dish  !  I've  told 
you  a  dozen  times  iliat  i'm  not  Knirlisli." 

'•So  you  dill;  so  you  did!  I'd  forirotten  lliat  you're 
so  damned  sensitive  alioiit  ii  :"  and  Sanderson's  eyes  ro- 
irarded  Armita.L'e  intenlly  for  a  iiionient,  as  lliou<.'li  lie 
were  trying''  to  re(-ill  some  previous  discussion  of  the 
young  man's  nativity. 

"I  ofTer  you  fn c  swing  at  the  har,  Senator.  ^May  I 
PUTninon  a  ^fontana  cocktail?  You  taught  mo  tho  in- 
gredients oner' — ^'Ihree  dashes  orange  hitters;  two  dashes 
acid  phosjihate ;  half  a  jigger  of  whisky  ;  lialf  a  jigger  of 
Italian  vermuth.  You  undermined  tho  constitutions  of 
half  Montana  with  that  m(>ss.'' 

Sanderson  reached  for  his  hat  with  sudden  dejection. 

"The  sprinkling  cart  for  me  I  I've  got  a  nerve  special- 
ist engaged  hy  the  year  to  keep  me  out  of  sanatoriums. 
See  liere,  I  want  you  to  go  with  us  to-night  to  the  Secre- 
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tary  of  State's  pusli.  Not  many  of  tli<'  Mmitiina  bnys  got 
tliis  far  from  homo,  iiml  1  want  you  for  oxliil)ition  pur- 
I,osos.  Say,  .loliti,  wlu'n  I  saw  Cimh  Ti-l.t,  Montana, 
written  on  the  r(\-ister  dowp  there  it  increased  my  cir- 
tuhition  seven  heats  !  Yoirn-  all  ri-zht,  an.l  1  Kuess  you'ro 
nliout  as  <roe(l  an  American  as  tluy  niakt^— anywhere 
John  Arniilairel" 

The  function  for  wliieh  tlio  r-onator  from  ^fontana 
urovide.]  an  invitation  for  Armita-e  was  i\^hir-o  affair  in 
honor  of  several  ncnv  amhassa.lors.  At  ton  o'clock  Sen- 
ator Samh.Tson  was  introducing  Artnitago  ri,i:ht  and  lo''t 
as  one  of  his  representative  constituents.  Armita.iro  and 
lie  owned  adjoin in,!Z  ranches  in  Montana,  and  Sanderson 
called  uimii  his  neiudihor  to  stand  nji  holdly  for  their 
state  hefore  the  minions  of  cflVte  monarchies. 

]\rrs.  Sanderson  had  asked  Armita.ire  to  return  to  her 
for  a  little  :\Iontana  talk,  as  she  put  it,  after  the  first 
rush  of  their  entrance  was  over,  and  as  he  waited  in  the 
drawinpr-ronin  for  an  opportunity  of  speakinj;  to  her,  he 
chatted  with  Franzel.  an  attache  of  the  Austrian  em- 
hassy,  to  whom  Sanderson  had  introduced  him.  Franzel 
was  a  {iloomy  young  man  with  a  monocle,  and  he  was 
waiting  for  a  particnhir  girl,  who  happened  to  he  the 
daughter  of  the  Spanish  Ambassador.   And,  this  being 
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lli^*  object,  ho  had  chosen  his  position  with  caro,  near  the 
door  of  tho  drawinif-rooiii,  and  Aniiita;:t'  shared  for  t!ie 
nioineut  tlio  advanta;,'e  tliat  hiy  in  the  Austrian's  point 
of  view.  Armitage  liad  half  exported  that  tho  Chiibornos 
woukl  he  present  at  a  function  as  cornprchciisi\\>  of  the 
liighcr  olTicial  wr>rld  i,s  this,  and  he  intended  asking 
Mrs.  Sanderson  if  she  knew  thcni  as  soon  as  opportu- 
nity offered.  Tlio  Austrian  attache  proved  tiresome,  and 
Arniitago  was  about  to  drop  him,  when  suddenly  he 
cauglit  sight  of  ShirU'y  Chiiborne  at  the  far  end  of  the 
broad  hall.  Iler  head  was  turned  partly  toward  him;  he 
paw  her  for  an  instnnt  through  the  throng;  then  his  eyes 
fell  upon  Chauvenet  at  her  side,  talking  with  liveliest 
animation.  He  was  not  more  than  her  own  height,  and 
his  profde  presented  the  clean,  sharp  ofTect  of  a  cameo. 
Tho  vivid  outline  of  his  dark  face  held  Armitage's  eyes; 
then  as  Shirley  passed  on  through  an  opening  in  the 
crowd  her  escort  turned,  holding  the  way  open  for  her, 
and  Armitage  met  the  man's  gaze. 

It  was  with  an  accented  gravity  that  Armitage  nodded 
his  head  to  some  declaration  of  tho  melancholy  attache 
at  this  moment.  He  had  known  when  ho  left  Geneva 
that  he  had  not  done  with  Jules  Chauvenet;  but  the 
man's  prompt  appearance  surprised  Armitage.   He  ran 


"LONG   LIVK  TlIK   KING' 


HI 


over  the  na,nos  ,.f  the  sloamor.  l.y  ^hUh  Chauvenet 
mi.rM  easily  have  saiU'd  from  either  a  German  or  a 
French  port  and  reached  Wa.hin^rton  quite  a«  soon  as 
himself.  Chauvenet  was  in  Washiiifrton,  at  any  rate, 
and  not  only  there,  hut  socially  aecept^'d  and  in  the 
good  graces  of  Shirley  Claihorno. 

The  M>mh.-r  attache  was  speakin?  of  the  Japanese. 
"They  must  he  crush.d-crushed,"  said  Franzel.  The 
two  had  heen  conversing  in  French. 

"Yes,  he  must  he  crushed,"  returned  Armitage  ab- 
scnt-nundedlv,  in  English;  then,  rememhering  himself, 
he  repeated  the  ailirmation  in  French,  changing  the  pro- 

noun. 

Mrs.  Sanderson  was  now  free.  She  was  a  pretty,  viva- 
ei..us  woman,  nmch  younger  than  her  stalwart  hushand 
_a  college  graduate  whom  he  had  found  teaching  school 
near  one  of  his  silver  mine- 

"Welcome  once  more,  e.astitucnt!  We're  proud  to 
sec  you,  I  can  tell  vou.  Our  host  owns  some  marvelous 
tapestries  and  they're  hung  out  to-night  for  the  world 
to  see"  She  guided  Armitage  toward  the  Secretary  s 
gallery  on  an  upper  floor.  T.-ir  host  was  almost  as  fa- 
mous  as  a  connoisseur  as  for  his  achievements  in  i^  :.lo- 
macy,  and  the  gallery  was  a  large  apartment  in  w  uch 
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every  article  of  ijirnituro,  ;is  woll  as  tlu'  [»;untiii;jrs,  lapes- 
trieu  and  specinu'iis  ol"  pottciy,  -vvas  the  Ciirt'l'iil  choice  of 
a  thoroujrlily  cultivated  taste. 

"It  isn't  merely  an  art  pallery:  it's  tlie  most  heautiful 
room  in  America,"'  miirmiired  Mrs.  Sanderson. 

"I  can  well  believe  it.  'riieri''s  my  favorite  Yibert, — 
I  wondered  what  had  become  of  it.'' 

"It  isn't  Mirprisin.ir  that  the  Secretary  is  making  a 
great  reputation  by  his  dealings  with  fnreign  powers. 
It's  a  poor  ariiliassador  who  could  not  I)e  ])ersuadcd  after 
an  hour  in  this  s])lendid  room.  The  ordinary  affairs  of 
life  should  not  be  mentioned  here.  A  king's  coronation 
would  not  be  out  of  place, — in  fad,  tl'.erc's  a  chair  in 
the  corner  against  that  (iobelin  that  would  serve  the 
situation.  The  old  gentleman  by  that  calunet  is  the 
Baron  von  Marhof,  the  Ambassador  from  Austria-Hun- 
gary. He's  a  brother-in-law  of  Count  von  Stroebel,  who 
was  murd.  so  horribly  in  a  railway  carriage  a  few 
weeks  ago, 

"Ah,  to  00  p.  .1  haven't  seen  the  liaron  in  years. 
He  has  changed  little.'' 

"Then  you  kncNV  him, — in  the  old  country?" 

"Yes;  I  used  to  see  him — when  I  was  a  boy,"'  re- 
marked Armitage. 
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m^.  8an(ler<on  -lanecd  at  Ariuilage  sharply.  She 
had  (lino.l  at  \n<  rancli  Ik-usc  in  Montana  and  knew  that 
he  livod  like  a  guntkanan -that  his  house,  its  appoint- 
ments and  .ervier  ^veI•e  luuisual  for  a  western  ranch- 
man. And  she  recaUed.  too,  that  she  and  her  hushand 
had  often  speeulated  as  to  Annilage's  antecedents  and 
history,  williout  arriving  at  any  conclusion  in  regard  to 

him. 

The  room  had  slo^vly  filled  and  they  strolled  ahout, 
.lividing  nltei.tion  UUv.'U  distinguished  personages  and 
the  not  less  ci'lcbrated  works  of  art. 

"Oh,  hy  the  way,  Mr.  Armitage,  th.ere's  the  girl  I  have 
chosen  for  you  to  marry.  I  suppose  it  would  be  just  as 
well  for  you  to  meet  her  now,  though  that  dark  little 
foreigner  seems  to  be  monopolizing  her.'" 

"l"nm  wholly  agreeable,"  laughed  Armitage.  "The 
sooner  the  better,  and  be  d(me  with  it."' 

"Don't  be  so  frivolous.  There— you  can  look  safely 
now.  She's  stopped  to  speak  to  that  bald  and  pink  Jus- 
tice  of  the  Supreme  Court,-the  girl  with  the  brown 
eves  and  h^iir,— have  a  care  I*' 

"  Shirley  and  Chauvenet  left  the  venerable  Justice,  and 
:Mrs.  Sanderson  intercepted  them  at  once. 

-To  think  of  all  these  beautiful  things  in  our  own 
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America !''  exclaimed  Shirley.    "And  you,  Mr.  Armi- 
tago,— '' 

"Among  the  otlier  curios,  ]\Iiss  Claiborne,*'  laughed 
John,  taking  her  hand. 

"But  I  haven't  introduced  you  yet'" — began  Mrs. 
Sanderson,  puzzled. 

"Xo;  the  King  Edward  did  that.  We  crossed  to- 
gether. Oh,  ]\Ionsiour  Chauvenet,  let  mo  present  Mr.  Xx- 
mitage,"  said  Shirley,  seeing  that  the  men  had  not 
ppoken. 

The  situation  amused  Armitage  and  ho  smiled  rather 
more  broadly  than  was  necessary  in  expressing  his  pleas- 
ure at  meeting  ■^lonsicur  Chauvenet.  They  regarded 
each  other  with  the  swift  intentness  of  men  who  are  used 
to  the  sharp  expreise  of  their  eyes ;  and  when  Armitage 
turned  toward  Shirley  and  Mrs.  Sanderson,  he  was 
aware  that  Chauvenet  continued  to  regard  him  with 
fixed  gaze. 

"]\Iiss  Claiborne  is  a  wonderful  sailor ;  the  Atlantic  is 
a  little  tumultuous  at  times  in  the  spring,  but  she  re- 
ported to  the  captain  every  day." 

"Miss  Claiborne  is  nothing  if  not  extraordinary,"  de- 
clared Mrs.  Sanderson  with  frank  admiration. 

"The  word  seems  to  have  been  coined  for  her,"  said 
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Chauvcnct,  his  white  teeth  showing  under  his  thin  black 

mustache. 

"And  still  leaves  the  language  di/.Inguished  chiefly 
for  its  poverty,"  added  Armitagc;  and  the  men  bowed 
to  Shirley  and  then  to  Mrs.  Sanderson,  and  again  to 
each  other.   It  was  like  a  rehearsal  of  some  trifle  in  a 

comedy. 

"How  charming:"  laughed  Mrs.  Sanderson.  "And 
this  lovely  room  is  just  the  place  for  it." 

They  were  still  talking  together  as  Franzel,  with 
whom  Armitage  had  spoken  below,  entered  hurriedly. 
He  held  a  crumpled  note,  whose  contents,  it  seemed,  had 
shaken  him  out  of  his  habitual  melancholy  composure. 

"Is  Baron  von  Marhof  in  the  room?"  he  asked  of  Ar- 
mitage, fumbling  nervously  at  his  monocle. 

The  Austrian  Ambassador,  with  several  ladies,  and 
led  by  Senator  Sanderson,  was  approaching. 

The  attache  hurried  to  his  chief  and  addressed  him  in 
a  low  tone.  The  Ambassador  stopped,  grew  very  white, 
and  stared  at  the  messenger  for  a  moment  in  blank  unbe- 
lief. 

The  young  man  now  repeated,  in  English,  in  a  tone 
that  could  be  heard  in  all  parts  of  the  hushed  room: 
"His  Majesty,  the  Emperor  Johann  Wilhelm,  died 
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suddenly  to-night,  in  \'ic'un:i,"'  he  said,  and  -rave  his  arm 
to  his  diicf. 

It  was  a  strai!<,'e  j.lact-  fnr  the  dclivt-ry  of  such  a  mes- 
sage, and  the  strangeness  of  it  was  intensilied  to  Sliirhy 
by  the  curions  ghnue  tliat  passed  between  John  Anni- 
tagG  and  Jules  Chauvcnet.  Shirley  reniend)ered  after- 
ward that  as  the  attache's  words  rang  out  in  the  room, 
Arniitage  started,  clenched  his  hands,  and  caught  liis 
breath  in  a  manner  very  unconmion  in  men  unless  tlioy 
arc  greatly  moved.  The  Ambassador  walked  directly 
from  tlic  room  with  bowed  head,  and  every  one  waited 
in  silent  sympathy  until  he  had  gone. 

The  word  passed  swiftly  through  the  great  house,  and 
through  the  open  wijidows  the  servants  were  heard  cry- 
ing loudly  for  Baron  von  :\larhof"s  carriage  in  the  court 
below. 

"The  King  is  dead;  long  live  the  King!"  murmured 
Shirley. 

"Long  live  the  King!"  repeated  Jhauvenet  and  ^Mrs. 
Sanderson,  in  unison;  and  then  Armitage,  as  though 
mastering  a  phra-^e  they  were  teacliing  him.  raised  his 
head  and  said,  with  an  unction  that  surprised  them, 
"Long  live  the  Emperor  and  King!  God  save  Austria!" 
Then  ho  turned  to  Shirley  with  a  smile. 
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"It  is  very  pleasant  to  see  you  on  your  own  ground.  I 
hope  your  family  are  well." 

'"■Jliank  you;  yes.  My  father  and  mother  are  here 
somewliere." 

"And  f'aplain  Claiborne?" 

"He's  prol)ably  sitting  up  all  night  to  defend  Fort 
^[yer  from  the  crafts  and  assaults  of  the  enemy.  I  hope 
you  will  eome  to  see  us,  :\rr.  Armitage." 

"Thank  you ;  you  are  very  kind,"  he  said  gravely.  "I 
shall  certainly  give  myself  the  pleasure  very  soon." 

As  Shirley  passed  on  with  Chauvcnet  Mrs.  Sanderson 
launched  upon  the  girl's  praises,  but  she  found  him  sud- 
denly preoccupied. 

"The  girl  has  gone  to  your  head.  'Wliy  didn't  you  tell 
me  you  knew  the  Claibornes?" 

"I  don't  remember  that  you  gave  me  a  chonce;  but 
I'll  say  now  that  I  intend  to  know  them  better." 

She  bade  him  take  her  to  the  drawing-room.  As  they 
weni-down  through  the  house  they  found  that  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  Emperor  Johann  Wilhelm's  death 
had  east  a  pall  upon  the  company.  All  the  members  of 
tlio  diplomatic  corps  lu.d  withdrawn  at  once  as  a  mark 
of  respect  and  sympathy  for  Baron  von  INIarhof,  and  at 
midnight  the  ball-room  held  all  of  the  company  that  ro- 
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iiiaincd.  Arniitage  had  not  sought  Shirley  again.  He 
I'Duncl  a  room  tliat  had  boon  set  apart  for  smokers,  threw 
liinisolf  into  a  chair,  lighted  a  cigar  and  stared  at  a  pic- 
ture that  had  no  interest  for  him  whatever.  He  put 
down  his  oigar  after  a  few  whiffs,  and  his  hand  vent  to 
the  pocket  in  which  he  had  usually  carried  his  cigarette 
case. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Armitage,  may  I  offer  you  a  cigarette?" 
lie  turned  to  find  Chauvenet  dose  at  his  side.  lie 
had  not  heard  the  man  enter,  hut  Chauvenet  had  been  in 
his  thoughts  and  he  started  slightly  at  finding  him  so 
near.  Chauvenet  held  in  his  Avhite-gloved  hand  a  gold 
cigarette  case,  which  he  opened  with  a  deliberate  care 
that  displayed  its  embellished  side.  The  smooth  golden 
surface  gleamed  in  the  light,  the  helmet  in  l)luc,  and  the 
white  falcon  flashed  in  Armitage's  eyes.  The  meeting 
was  clearly  by  intention,  and  a  slight  smile  played  about 
Chauvenet's  lips  in  his  enjoyment  of  the  situation.  Ar- 
mitage smiled  up  at  him  in  amiable  ack-nowledgment  of 
his  courtesy,  and  rose. 

"You  are  very  considerate,  ]\Ionsieur.   I  was  just  at 
the  moment  regretting  our  distinguished  host's  over- 
sight in  providing  cigars  alone.   Allow  nic !" 
.     He  bent  forward,  took  the  outstretched  open  case 
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into  his  own  lu^.nds,  roniovcd  a  cipuvlto,  snnppod  tli(> 
case  shut  art!  tliriist  it  into  his  trousors  pocket,— all,  as 
it  scorned,  at  a  single  stroke. 

"'Sly  (loar  sir,"  hognn  riiauvonot,  white  with  rngo. 

"My  dear  Monsieur  Chauvenet,"  said  Armitagc,  strik- 
ing a  match,  "1  am  indehted  to  you  for  returning  a  trin- 
ket that  T  value  highly." 

The  flame  crept  half  the  length  of  the  stick  while 
they  regarded  each  other;  then  Armitago  raised  it  to 
the  tip  of  has  cigarette,  lifted  liis  head  and  hlew  a  cloud 

of  smoke. 

"Are  you  ahle  to  prove  your  property,  Mr.  Anni- 
tage?"  demanded  Chauvenet  furiously. 

''Uy  dear  sir,  they  have  a  saying  in  this  country  that 
possession  is  nine  points  of  the  law.  You  had  it— now 
I  have  it — wherefore  it  must  he  mine !"' 

Chauvenet's  rigid  figure  suddenly  relaxed ;  he  leaned 
against  a  chair  with  a  return  of  his  habitual  nonchalant 
air,  and  waved  his  hand  carelessly. 

"Between  gentlemen — so  small  a  matter!" 
"To  be  sure— the  merest  trifle,"  laughed  Armitage 
with  entire  good  humor. 

"And  where  a  gentleman  has  the  predatory  habits  of 
a  burglar  and  housebreaker — " 
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"Then  lessor  affiiirs,  such  as  pitkin*^  up  trinkets — '* 

"Conic  naturally — f[uito  sol"  and  Clniuviiict  twisted 
his  mustache  with  an  air  of  iniinenso  satisfaction. 

"But  the  gonial  art  of  assassination — there's  a  husi- 
ness  that  requires  a  calculating  hand,  my  dear  Monsieur 
Chauvenet !"' 

C'hauvenet's  hand  went  again  to  his  lip. 

"To  he  sure !"  ho  ejaculated  with  zest. 

"But  alone — nlone  one  can  do  little.  For  larger 
operations  one  requires — I  should  say — courageous  as- 
sociates. Xow  in  my  affairs — would  you  believe  me? — 
I  am  obliged  to  manage  quite  alone." 

"How  melancholy !"'  exclaimed  Chauvenet. 

"It  is  indeed  very  sad  I"'  and  Armitage  sighed,  tossed 
his  cfgarettc  into  the  smoldering  grate  and  bade  Chauve- 
net a  ceremonious  good  night. 

"Ah,  we  shall  meet  again,  I  dare  say !" 

"The  thought  does  credit  to  a  generous  nature!"  re- 
sponded Armitage,  and  passed  out  into  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

"this  is  ami:i;k:a,  mi:,  aumitaoe" 

Lo!  as  I  came  to  the  crci^t  of  the  hill,  the  sun  on  the  helghta 

had  arisen, 
The  (lew  on  fno  grass  was  ghining,  and  white  was  the  mist 

on  the  vale; 
Like  a  lark  on  the  wing  of  the  dawn  I  sang;  like  a  guiltless 

one  freed  from  his  prison. 
As  backward  I  gazed  through  the  valley,  and  saw  no  one  on 

my  trail.  „    , 

— L.  Frank  Tooker. 

Spring,  planting  green  and  gold  banners  on  old  Vir- 
ginia battle-fields,  crossed  the  Potomac  and  occupied 

Washington. 

Shirley  Claiborne  called  for  her  horse  and  rode  forth 
to  greet  the  conqueror.  The  afternoon  was  keen  and 
sunny,  and  she  had  turned  impatiently  from  a  tea,  to 
vhich  she  was  committed,  to  seek  the  open.  The  call  of 
tlic  outdoor  gods  sang  in  her  blood.  Daffodils  and 
crocuses  lifted  yoUow  flames  and  ruddy  torches  from 
every  dooryard.  She  had  pinned  a  spray  of  arbutus  to 
the  lapel  of  her  tan  riding-coat;  it  spoke  to  her  of  the 
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blue  hf.rizoiis  of  the  near  Vir^xinia  liills.  Tlie  young 
buds  in  lIiL'  m;ii)K>  hovcml  lib'  a  iiii4  in  the  tnr-tni)-.. 
Towering  over  all,  the  incjuiparahlo  gray  olKli.-k 
clinibeil  to  the  blue  arch  and  hroiiglit  it  nearer  eartli. 
Washington,  the  ci-ntcr  of  man's  lii)]u',  is  also,  in  spring, 
the  capital  of  the  land  of  hearlV  desire. 

With  a  groom  trailing  after  lier,  Shirley  rode  toward 
Roek  Creek, — that  rippling,  murmuring,  singing  trilU' 
of  water  that  lauglis  day  and  night  at  the  margin  of 
the  beautiful  city,  as  tlmugli  polities  and  statesmanship 
were  the  liugcst  joke  in  the  world.  The  Hag  on  the 
Austro-ilungarian  embassy  hung  at  half-nuist  and  sym- 
bols of  mourning  fluttered  from  the  entire  front  of  the 
house.  Shirley  lifted  lior  oyos  gravely  as  she  passed. 
Her  thoughts  flew  at  once  to  the  scene  at  the  house  of 
the  Secretary  of  State  a  week  before,  when  Baron  von 
^farhof  had  learned  (.f  the  death  of  his  sovereign;  and 
by  association  she  thought,  too,  of  Armitage,  and  of  his 
look  and  voice  as  he  said : 

"Long  live  the  Emijeror  and  King!  God  save  Aus- 
tria!"' 

Emperors  and  kings  I  They  were  as  impossible  to- 
day as  a  snowstorm.  The  grave  ambassadors  a.s  they 
appeared  at  great  Washington  functions,  wearing  their 


!;.r 


"Tins    IS    AMKHICA,    MIJ.    AllMlTAdK"     \r.\ 

.1,.,nr,ili<)i.s,  i.lwiiys  struck  Iht  n<  l.nn-  pnrliculiirlv  .li- 
tiM-ui>lic.l.  It  ju-t  now  occurml  to  her  that  tlic.v  were 
all  linked  t.)  the  crown  nn.l  sccpt.T;  but  slii-  disuiiss.Hl 
the  whole  matter  an.l  bowed  to  two  dark  ladies  in  a  pass- 
in-  victoria  with  the  .luick  little  nod  and  bri-ht  nmile 
that  were  the  sune  for  these  titled  menihers  of  the 
Spanish  An>h;,ssador-s  household  as  for  the  youn- 
daii-hters  of  a  western  senator,  who  democratically 
\vaved  their  hands  to  her  from  a  doorstep. 

Avmitago  came  a-ain  to  her  mind.    He  had  called  at 
the   f'laihorne  house  twi.e  since  the   Secretary's  ball, 
and  she  had  been  surprised  to  find  how  fully  *<hc  ac- 
cepted him  as  an   American,  now  that  he  was  on  her 
own  soil,    llo  derived,  too,  a  certain  stability  from  the 
fact  that  th(>  Sandersons  knew  him;  ho  was,  indeed,  an 
entirely  different  person  since  the  Montana  Senator  defi- 
nitely connected  him  with  an  American  landscape.  She 
had  kept  her  own  counsel  touching  the  scene  on  the 
dark  deck  of  the  King  Edward,  but  it  was  not  a  thing 
lightly  to  be  forgotten.   She  was  half  angry  with  herself 
this  mellow  afternoon  to  find  how  persistently  Armi- 
tago  came  into  her  thought^  and  how  the  kniie-thrust 
on"  tho  steamer  deck  kept  recurring  in  her  mind  and 
quickening  her  sympathy  for  a  man  of  whom  she  knew 
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so  littlo;  and  Axa  toucli(<l  lior  lior>p  iiiiiiatii-ntly  with  tlio 
crop  and  rodf  into  the  purk  at  a  gait  that  rou^i'd  tlio 
^rooni  to  attention. 

At  a  bend  of  tho  road  riiauvontt  and  Franzol,  the 
attaclit',  swung  into  viow,  mounted,  and  as  they  met, 
C'hauvcnct  turned  Ids  hr)rse  and  rode  hesido  her. 

"Ah,  the.>!o  Aincriean  airs!  Tliis  spring!  Is  it  not 
good  to  he  nlivp,  !\Iiss  Ciailiorne?"' 

"It  is  ail  of  that !"  she  rej)lied.  It  seemed  to  her  that 
tlicdny  had  not  needed  Chanvenefs  praise. 

"I  Imd  l)oped  to  sec  you  later  at  tlic  Wullingford  tea !" 
he  continued. 

"Xo  teas  for  mc  on  a  day  like  thi<  I  The  thought  of 
being  indoors  is  tragic !" 

She  wislicd  that  he  would  leave  her,  for  she  had  rid- 
den out  into  the  spring  sunshine  to  I)e  alone.  He  some- 
how did  not  appear  to  advantage  in  his  riding-coat, — 
his  belongings  w<  re  too  perfect.  She  liad  really  en- 
joyed his  talk  when  they  had  met  hero  and  there 
abroad;  but  she  was  in  no  mood  for  him  now;  and  she 
wondered  what  he  had  lo>t  In  the  transfer  to  America. 
ITe  ran  on  i'irily  in  Frene'i,  speaking  of  the  vusli  of 
great  and  small  social  ullairs  that  marked  the  end  of 
the  season. 
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"Poor  Kranzcl  is  hyha]  tri^li:  lie  i>  takini,'  (lio  dcatli 
of  Johi.nn  WillHlm  qiiiU'  lianl.  i'.iil  Imt--  in  Aim-rini 
tho  ilcatli  of  an  viiiii.  lor  mviiis  Ir-^s  important.  A  King 
or  u  peasant,  what  does  it  nialtcr!" 

"Belter  a.k  the  rohin  in  yon.ler  Ijirhling  chestnut 
trco,  Monsieur.  Tlus  U  not  an  hour  for  hard  ques- 
tions!" 

"Ah,  you  an>  very  rruol !  You  driv(>  nie  hack  to  poor, 
niehinclioly  Franzei,  who  is  indeed  a  funeral  in  him- 
self." 

"Tliat  is  very  sad,  Monsieur,"— and  she  smiled  at  him 
with  mischief  in  her  eyes.  "My  heart  goes  out  to  any 
one  wlio  is  left  to  mourn— alone." 

He  gathered  his  reins  and  drew  up  his  horse,  lifting 
liis  luit  with  a  perfect  gesture. 

'•There  are  sadder  hlows  than  losing  one's  sovereign, 
]\radcm()iselle!"  and  he  shook  his  harcd  head  mo  '\- 
fully  and  rode  hack  to  find  his  friend. 

She  sought  now  her  favorite  hridle-paths  and  her 
heart  was  light  with  the  swt'ctness  iind  p(>aeo  of  tlio 
spring  as  she  heard  the  rush  and  splash  of  the  creek, 
saw  the  Hash  of  wings  and  felt  t\\o.  mystery  of  awakened 
life  throhhing  ahout  her.  The  heart  of  a  girl  in  spring 
is  the  home  of  dreams,  and  Shirley's  heart  overflowed 
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with  tlipni,  until  licr  pulse  thrilled  and  sang  in  quicken- 
ing cadeneos.  The  wistfulness  (if  April,  the  dream  of 
unfathomable  thing^^,  shone  in  Ikt  l)rown  eyes;  and  a 
girl  with  dreams  in  her  eyes  is  tlie  divinest  work  of  t!ie 
gods.  Into  this  twentieth  century,  into  the  iron  heart  of 
cities,  she  still  comes,  and  the  dear,  high  sta^s  of  April 
nights  and  the  pinsive  moon  of  Scptemher  arc  glad  be- 
cause of  her. 

The  groom  marveled  at  the  sudden  changes  of  gait, 
the  gallops  that  fell  abruptly  to  a  Malk  with  the  altera- 
tions of  mood  in  the  girl's  heart,  the  pauses  that  marked 
a  moment  of  meditation  as  she  watched  some  gr?en 
curving  bank,  or  a  plunge  of  the  mad  little  creek  that 
sent  a  glory  of  spray  whitely  into  the  sunlight.  It 
grew  late  and  the  shadows  of  waning  afternoon  crept 
through  the  park.  The  crowd  had  hurried  home  to 
escape  the  chill  of  the  spring  dusk,  but  she  Imgered  on, 
reluctant  to  leave,  and  presently  left  her  horse  with  the 
groom  that  she  might  walk  alone  beside  the  creek  in  a 
place  that  was  beautifully  wild.  About  her  lay  a  narrow 
strip  of  young  maples  and  beyond  this  the  wide  park 
road  wound  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  wooded  cliff.  The 
place  was  perfectly  quiet  save  for  the  splash  and  babble 
of  the  creek. 
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Several  minutes  passed.  Once  she  heard  her  groom 
speak  to  tlic  horses,  though  she  could  not  see  him,  but 
the  charm  of  the  place  held  her.  She  raised  her  eyes 
from  the  tumi)ling  water  before  her  and  looked  off 
throug])  the  maple  tangle.  Then  she  drew  back  quickly, 
and  clasped  her  riding-crop  tiglitly.  Some  one  had 
paused  at  the  farther  edge  of  the  maple  brake  and  dis- 
mounted, as  she  had,  for  a  more  intimate  enjoyment  of 
tlie  place.  It  was  John  Armitage,  tapping  his  riding- 
boot  idly  with  his  crop  as  he  loaned  against  a  tree  and 
viewed  the  miniature  vallf^y. 

lie  was  a  little  below  her,  so  that  she  saw  him  quite 

distinctly,  and  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  horse  pawing, 

with  arched  neck,  in  the  bridle-path  behind  him.    She 

had  no  wish  to  meet  him  there  and  turned  to  steal  back 

to  her  horse  when  a  movement  in  the  maples  below 

caught  her  eye.    She  paused,  fascinated  aod  alarmed 

by  the  cautious  stir  of  the  undergrowth.   The  air  was 

perfectly  quiet;  the  disturbance  was  not  caused  by 

the  wind.  Then  the  head  and  shoulders  of  a  man  were 

disclosed  as  he  crouched  on  hands  and  knees,  watching 

Armitage.    Ilis  small  head  and  big  body  as  he  crept 

forward  suggested  to  Shirley  some  fantastic  monster  of 

legend,  and  her  heart  beat  fast  with  terror  as  a  knife 
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flasliecl  in  his  hand,  llo  movt'tl  more  rapidly  toward  the 
silent  figure  l»y  the  tree,  and  still  Shirley  watched  wide- 
eyed,  her  figure  tense  and  treinhling,  tlie  hand  that  held 
the  crop  half  raised  to  her  lips,  while  the  dark  form 
rose  and  poised  for  a  spring. 

Then  she  cried  out,  her  voice  ringing  clear  and  high 
across  the  little  vale  and  sounding  hack  from  the  clilT. 

"Oh !  Oh  I"  and  Armitago  kai)ed  forward  and  turned. 
Ilis  crop  fell  first  upon  the  raised  hand,  knocking  the 
knife  far  into  the  trei's,  tlien  upon  the  face  and  shoul- 
ders of  the  Servian.  The  fellow  turned  and  fled  through 
the  maple  tangle,  Armitage  after  him,  and  Shirley  ran 
back  toward  the  bridge  where  she  had  left  her  groom 
and  met  him  half-way  hurrying  toward  her. 

''What  is  it,  Miss?  Did  you  call?" 

"Xo;  it  was  notliing,  Thomas — nothing  at  all,"  and 
she  mounted  and  turned  toward  liome. 

Iler  heart  was  still  pounding  with  excitement  and 
she  walked  her  horse  to  gain  composure.  Twice,  in 
circiimstances  most  unusual  and  disquieting,  she  had 
witnessed  an  attack  on  John  Armitngo  bv  an  unknown 
enemy.  She  recalled  now  a  certain  pathos  of  his  figure 
as  she  first  saw  him  leaning  against  tlio  tree  watching 
the  turbulent  little  stream,  and  sue  was  impatient  to 
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find  how  her  sympathy  went  out  to  him.   It  made  no 
difference  who  John  Armitago  was;  his  enemy  was  a 
cowf^'-d,  and  the  horror  of  such  a  menace  to  a  man's  life 
appalled  her.    She  passed  a  mounted  policeman,  who 
recognized  her  and  raised  his  hand  in  salute,  but  the  idea 
of  reporting  the  strange  affair  in  the  strip  of  woodland 
occurred  to  her  only  to  be  dismissed.  She  felt  that  here 
was  an  ugly  business  that  was  not  within  the  grasp  of  a 
park  patrolman,  and,  moreover,  John  Armitage  was 
entitled  to   pursue  his   own   course   in  matters   that 
touched  his  life  so  closely.   The  thought  of  him  reas- 
sured her;  he  was  no  simple  boy  to  suffer  such  attacks 
to  pass  unchallenged ;  and  so,  dismissing  him,  she  raised 
her  head  and  saw  him  gallop  forth  from  a  by-path  and 
rein  his  horse  beside  her. 

"liliss  Claiborne!" 

The  suppressed  feeling  in  his  tone  made  the  moment 
tense  and  she  saw  that  his  lips  trem])lod.  It  was  a  situa- 
tion that  must  have  its  quick  relief,  so  she  said  instant- 
ly, in  a  mockery  of  his  own  tone: 

*-'Mr.  Armitage!"  She  laughed.  "I  am  almost  caught 
in  the  dark.  The  blandishments  of  spring  have  be- 
guiled me." 

He  looked  at  her  with  a  quick  scrutiny.   It  did  not 
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seem  possible  tliat  this  could  l)e  llio  yirl  who  Imd  cnlled 
to  iiim  in  wnrning  soiiroo  five  minutes  beiore;  but  lie 
knew  it  had  been  she, — he  vould  have  known  her  voire 
anywhere  in  the  world.  They  rode  silent  beside  the 
creek,  which  wa.s  like  a  laughing  companion  seeking  to 
mock  them  into  a  cheerier  mood.  At  an  opening  through 
the  liills  they  saw  the  western  horizon  aglow  in  tints  of 
lemon  deepening  into  gold  and  purple.  Save  for  the 
riot  of  the  brook  the  world  was  at  peace.  She  met  his 
eyes  for  an  instant,  and  their  gravity,  and  the  firm  lines 
in  which  his  lips  were  set.  showed  that  the  shock  of  his 
encounter  had  not  yet  passed. 

"You  must  think  mo  a  strange  person,  ^liss  Clai- 
borne. It  seems  inex]ilicabl('  that  a  man's  life  should 
be  so  menaced  in  a  i)hice  like  this.  If  you  had  not  called 
to  me — '' 

"Please  don't  speak  of  that !  It  was  so  terrible  !" 

"But  I  must  speak  of  it !  Once  before  the  same  at- 
tempt was  made — that  night  on  the  Kin;j  Eiliran]." 

"Yes;  T  have  not  forgotten." 

".\nd  to-day  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the  same 
man  watched  his  chance,  for  1  have  ridden  here  every 
day  since  I  came,  and  he  must  have  kept  track  of  me." 

"But  this  is  America,  Mr.  Armitage !'' 
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"Tliat  (Iocs  not  help  me  with  you.   You  have  every 
rca.on  to  resent  my  hrinjjhifi  you  into  such  dangers,— 
it  is  unpardonahlo — indoi'on-ible!"' 
She  .-^aw  that  he  \vo>  greatly  troubled. 
"lUit  you  couldn't  help  my  being  in  the  park  to-day! 
I  have  often  stojipod  just  there  l)efore.    It's  a  favorite 
I)laee  for  meditations.  If  you  know  the  man—" 
"I  know  the  man." 

"Tlien  the  law  will  certainly  protect  you,  as  you 
know  very  well.  He  was  a  dre;ulful-looking  person.  The 
police  can  undoubtedly  find  and  lock  him  up." 

She  was  seeking  to  minimize  the  matter,— to  pass  it 
off  as  a  commonplace  affair  of  every  day.  They  were 
walking  their  horses;  the  groom  followed  stolidly  be- 
hind. 

Armitagc  was  silent,  a  look  of  great  perplexity  on  his 
face.  When  he  spoke  he  was  quite  calm. 

^Tiss  Claiborne,  I  must  tell  you  that  this  is  an  affair 
in  which  I  can't  ask  help  in  the  usual  channels.  You 
will  pardon  me  if  I  seem  to  make  a  mystery  of  what 
should  be  ordinarily  a  bit  of  business  between  myself 
and  the  police;  but  to  give  publicity  to  these  attempts 
to  injure  mo  just  now  would  be  a  mistake.  I  could  have 
caught  that  man  there  in  the  wood;  but  I  let  him  go, 
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for  tho  reason— for  the  reason  that  I  want  the  men  back 
of  him  to  show  themselves  before  I  act.  But  if  it  isn't 
presuming — " 

He  was  quite  himself  again.  His  voice  was  steady  and 
deep  with  the  ease  and  assurance  that  she  liked  in  him. 
She  had  marked  to-day  in  his  earnestness,  more  tlian  at 
any  other  time,  a  slight,  an  almost  indistinguishable 
trace  of  another  tongue  in  his  English. 

"How  am  I  to  know  whether  it  would  be  presuming?" 
she  asked. 

"But  T  was  going  to  say — " 

"Wlien  rudely  interrupted !''  She  was  trying  to  make 
it  easy  for  him  to  say  whatever  he  wished. 

" — ^that  these  troubles  of  mine  are  really  personal. 
I  have  committed  no  crime  and  am  not  fleeing  from  jus- 
tice." 

She  laughed  and  urged  her  horse  into  a  gallop  for  a 
last  stretch  of  road  near  the  park  limits. 

"How  uninteresting!  We  expect  a  Montana  ranch- 
man to  have  a  spectacular  past." 

"But  not  to  carry  it,  I  hope,  to  Washington.  On  the 
range  I  might  become  a  lawless  bandit  in  the  interest 
of  picturesqueness ;  but  here — " 
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"TTorc  in  the  world  of  frock-coated  statesmen  nothing 
really  interesting  is  to  be  expected/' 

Sho  walked  licr  horse  again.   It  occurred  to  her  that 
he  might  wish  an  assurance  of  silence  from  her.  What 
she  had  seen  would  mfiko  a  capital  hit  of  gossip,  to  say 
nothing  of  being  material  for  the  newspapers,  and  her 
conscience,  as  she  reflected,  grew  uneasy  at  the  thought 
of  shielding  him.  She  knew  that  her  father  and  mother, 
and,  oven  more  strictly,  her  brother,  would  close  th.eir 
doors  on  a  man  whose  enemies  followed  him  over  seas 
and  lay  in  wait  for  him  in  a  peaceful  park;  but  hero 
she  tested  him.   A  man  of  breeding  would  not  ask  pro- 
tection of  a  woman  on  whom  he  had  no  claim,  and  it 
was  certainly  not  for  her  to  establish  an  understanding 

with  him  in  so  strange  and  grave  a  matter. 

"It  must  be  fun  having  a  ranch  with  cattle  on  a 

thousand  hills.  I  always  wished  my  father  would  go  in 

for  a  western  place,  but  he  can't  travel  so  fur  from  home. 

Our  ranch  is  in  Virginia." 
'Tou  have  a  Virginia  farm?   That  is  very  interest- 
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"Yes;  at  Storm  Springs.    It's  really  beautiful  down 

there,"  she  said  simply. 

It  vas  on  his  tongue  to  tell  her  that  ho,  too,  owned  a 
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bit  of  Virginia  soil,  but  lie  had  just  established  himself 
as  a  Montana  ranchman,  and  it  scorned  best  not  to  mul- 
tiply his  places  of  residence,  lie  had,  moreover,  forgot- 
ten the  name  of  the  county  in  which  his  preserve  lay. 
He  said,  with  truth : 

"I  know  nothing  of  Virginia  or  the  South ;  but  I  have 
viewed  the  landscape  from  Arlington  and  some  day  I 
hope  to  go  adventuring  in  the  Virginia  hills." 

"Then  you  should  not  overlook  our  valley.  I  am  sure 
there  must  be  adventures  waiting  for  somebody  down 
there.  You  can  toll  our  place  by  the  spring  Iamb  on 
the  hillside.  There's  a  Imse  inn  tliat  offers  the  lonf^- 
distance  telephone  and  market  reports  and  golf  links 
and  very  good  horses,  and  lots  of  people  stop  there  as  a 
matter  of  course  ii  their  flight  between  Florida  and 
Newport.  They  go  up  and  down  the  coast  like  the  mer- 
cury in  a  thermometer— up  when  it's  warm,  down  when 
it's  cold.  There's  the  secret  of  our  mercurial  tempera- 
ment." 

A  passing  automobile  frightened  her  horse,  and  he 
watched  her  perfect  coolness  in  quieting  the  animal  with 
rein  and  voice. 

"He's  just  up  from  the  farm  and  doesn't  like  town 
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very  miicli.  But  ho  shall  go  homo  again  soon,"  she  said 
as  thoy  rode  on. 

"Oh,  you  go  down  to  shepherd  those  spring  lambs !" 
he  exclaimed,  with  misgiving  in  his  heart,  lie  had  fol- 
lowed her  across  the  sea  and  now  she  was  about  to  take 

flight  again! 

"Yes;  and  to  escape  from  the  tiresome  business  of 
trying  to  remember  people's  names." 

"Then  you  reverse  the  usual  fashionable  proccs>-- 
yoivgo  south  to  meet  the  rising  mercury." 

"I  hadn't  thought  of  it,  but  that  is  so.  I  dearly  love 
a  hillside,  with  pines  and  cedars,  and  sloping  meadows 
with  sheep— and  rides  over  mountain  roads  to  the  gate 
of  dreams,  where  Spottswood's  golden  horseshoe  knights 
ride  out  at  you  with  a  grand  sweep  of  thoir  plumed  hats. 
Now  what  have  you  to  say  to  that  ?"' 

"Nothing,  but  my  entire  approval,"  he  said, 
lie  dimly  understood,  as  he  loft  her  in  this  gay  mood, 
at  the  Claiborne  house,  that  she  had  sought  to  make  him 
forget  the  lurking  figure  in  the  park  thicket  and  the 
dark  deed  thwarted  there.  It  was  her  way  of  conveying 
to  him  her  dismissal  of  the  incident,  and  it  implied  a 
greater  kindness  than  any  pledge  of  secrecy.  He  rode 
away  with  grave  eyes,  and  a  new  hope  filled  his  heait. 
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Afoot  and  light-hoartcd  I  take  to  the  open  road, 
Healthy,  free,  the  world  before  mo. 

The  long  brown  path  before  me  leading  wherever  I  choose, 

—Walt  Whitman. 

Arniitafro  rlincil  alonp  that  cvoning  and  loft  tlie  hotel 
at  nine  o'clock  for  a  walk,  ITc  unafToctctlly  onjoyc*! 
pavpil  pToiind  and  the  sights  and  ways  of  cities,  and  ho 
walked  aimlesisly  about  the  lighted  thoroughfares  of  the 
capital  with  conscious  pleasure  in  the  movement  and 
color  of  life.  Ife  lot  his  eyes  follow  the  Washington 
^lonumont's  gray  line  starward;  and  he  stopped  to  en- 
joy the  high-poisod  equestrian  statue  of  Sherman,  to 
which  the  starry  dusk  gave  something  of  legendary  and 
Old  World  charm. 

Coming  out  upon  Pennsylvania  Avenue  he  strolled 
past  the  White  TTouso,  and,  at  the  wido-flung  gates, 
paused  while  a  carriage  swept  by  him  at  the  driveway. 
He  saw  within  the  grim  face  of  Baron  von  Marhof  and 

136 


JOHN   ARMITAGE   IS   SIIAPOWKD      137 

unconsciouKly  lifted  his  hat,  though  the  Anihassatlor  was 
(locp  in  thought  nnd  did  not  see  him.  Annitagc  struck 
the  pavement  smartly  with  his  stick  as  ho  walked  slowly 
on,  pondering;  but  he  was  conscious  a  moment  later 
that  some  one  was  loitering  persistently  in  his  wake. 
Armitagc  was  at  once  on  the  alert  with  all  his  faculties 
sharpened,  lie  turned  and  gradually  slackened  his  pace, 
and  the  person  behind  him  immediately  did  likewise. 

The  sensation  of  being  followed  is  at  first  annoying; 
then  a  pleasant  zest  creeps  into  it,  and  in  Armitage's 
case  the  reaction  was  immediate.  Tic  was  even  amused 
to  reflect  that  the  shadow  had  chosen  for  his  exploit 
what  is  probaldy  the  most  conspicuous  and  the  best- 
jnuirdcd  spot  in  America.    It  was  not  yet  ten  o'clock, 
but    the   streets   were   comparatively   free   of   people, 
lie  slackened  his  pace  gradually,  and  throw  open  his 
overcoat,  for  the  night  was  warm,  to  give  an  impression 
of  ease,  and  when  he  had  reached  the  somber  fagadc  of 
the  Treasury  Building  ho  paused  and  studied  it  in  the 
glare  of  the  electric  lijihts,  as  though  he  were  a  chance 
traveler  taking  a  preliminary  view  of  the  sights  of  the 
capital.    A  man  still  lingered  behind  him,  drawing 
nearer  now,  at  a  moment  when  they  had  the  sidewalk 
comparatively  free  to  themselves.  The  fellow  was  short. 
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but  of  fioldit'ily  cnct lu.xs,  and  cvon  in  his  loitering  pace 
lilted  liis  iVit  witii  the  quick  precision  of  the  drilled 
iiiiin.  Arinita^'o  walkid  to  the  corner  of  Pennsylvania 
Aviiiuc  and  Fifteenth  Street,  then  turned  and  retraced 
liis  stip.-5  slowly  past  the  Treasury  Building.  The  man 
who  had  heen  followiii  '  faced  about  and  walked  slowly 
in  the  oj>j)i«site  direction,  and  Arinitajre,  quickening  his 
own  pace,  amused  hinistlf  by  dogging  tiic  fellow's  steps 
tlosi'Iy  for  twenty  yards,  then  jiassod  him. 

When  he  had  gained  the  advantage  of  a  few  feet, 
Ariiiitago  stopped  suddenly  and  spoke  to  the  man  in 
the  casual  tone  he  might  have  used  in  addressing  a 
passing  acquaintance. 

"My  friend,"  he  said,  "there  are  two  policemen  across 
the  street ;  if  you  continue  to  follow  me  I  shall  call  their 
attention  to  you." 

"Pardon  me—" 

"You  are  watching  me;  and  the  thing  won't  do." 

"Yes,  I'm  watching  you;  but — " 

"But  the  thing  won't  do !   If  you  are  hired — " 

"Xein!  Xcin!  You  do  me  a  wrong,  sir." 

"Then  if  you  are  not  hired  you  are  your  own  master, 
and  you  serve  yourself  ill  wlien  you  take  the  trouble  to 
follow  me.  Now  I'm  going  to  fmi=h  my  walk,  and  I  beg 
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you  to  koop  out  of  my  way.  This  is  not  a  i»liKc  wli.ro 
lihcrtios  may  be  infriu'jetl  witli  impunity.  Oood  cm  n- 
ing,  sir." 

Armitnpo  wlicoled  about  sliarply,  and  as  bis  faro  ramo 
into  the  full  li.i:Iit  of  the  street  hunps  the  strang.r  stared 
at  him  intently. 

Arniitago  was  fumbling  in  his  pooM  for  n  coin,  but 
this  impertinence  caused  him  to  change  his  mind.  Two 
policemen  were  valking  slowly  toward  them,  and  Armi- 
tage,  annoyed  by  the  whole  incident,  walked  quickly 

away. 

lie  was  not  wholly  at  ease  over  the  meeting.  The 
fact  that  Chauvenet  had  so  iiromptly  put  a  spy  as  well 
as  the  Servian  assassin  on  his  trail  quickened  his  pulse 
with  anger  for  an  instant  and  then  sobered  him. 

lie  continued  his  walk,  and  paused  presently  before 
an  array  of  books  in  a  shop  window.  Then  some  one 
taopped  at  his  side  and  ho  looked  up  to  find  the  same 
man  he  had  accosted  at  the  Treasury  Building  lifting 
his  hat, — an  American  soldier's  campaign  h"t.  The  fel- 
low was  an  extreme  blond,  with  a  smooth-shaven, 
weather-beaten  face,  blue  eyes  and  light  hair. 

'Tardon  mo!  You  are  mistaken;  I  am  not  a  spy. 
But  it  is  wonderful ;  it  is  quite  wonderful—" 
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The  man's  face  Avas  alight  with  discovery,  with  an 
alert  pleasure  tliat  awaited  recognition. 

"]\ry  dear  fellow,  you  really  become  annoying,"  and 
Armitage  again  thrust  his  hand  into  his  trousers  pocket. 
"I  should  hate  awfully  to  appeal  to  the  police ;  but  you 
must  not  crowd  me  too  far." 

The  man  seemed  moved  by  deep  feeling,  and  his  eyes 
were  bright  with  excitement.  Ills  hands  clasjied  tightly 
the  railing  that  protected  the  glass  window  of  the  book 
shop.  As  Armitage  turned  away  impatiently  the  man 
ejaculated  huskily,  as  thougli  some  over-mastering  in- 
fluence wrung  tlic  words  from  him: 

"Don't  you  know  mo  ?  I  am  Oscar — don't  you  remem- 
ber me,  and  the  great  forest,  where  I  taught  you  to  shoot 
and  fish  ?  You  are — " 

He  bent  toward  Armitage  with  a  fierce  insistence,  his 
eyes  blazing  in  his  eagerness  to  l)e  understood. 

John  Armitage  turned  again  to  the  window,  leaned 
lightly  upon  the  iron  railing  and  studied  the  title  of  a 
book  attentively.  lie  was  silently  absorbed  for  a  full 
minute,  in  which  the  man  who  had  followed  him  waited. 
Taking  his  cue  from  Armitage's  manner  he  appeared  ro 
be  deeply  interested  in  the  bookseller's  display;  but  the 
excitement  still  glittered  in  his  eyes. 
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Armitagc  was  thinking  swiftly,  and  his  tlioughts 
covered  a  very  wide  range  of  time  and  phice  as  he  stood 
there.  Then  he  spoke  very  deliberately  and  coolly,  but 
with  a  certain  peremptory  sharpness. 

"Co  ahead  of  me  to  the  New  American  and  wait  in 
tlie  office  until  I  come." 

Tlie  mans  hand  went  to  his  hat. 
"Xone  of  that !" 

Armitage  arrested  him  with  a  gesture.  "My  name  is 
Armitnge  — John  Armitage,"  he  said.  "I  advise  you  to 
remember  it.  Now  go !" 

The  man  hurried  away,  and  Armitage  slowly  fol- 
lowed. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  the  man  might  be  of  use,  and 
with  this  in  mind  he  returned  to  the  New  American,  got 
his  key  from  the  office,  nodded  to  his  acquaintance  of 
the  street  and  led  the  way  to  the  elevator. 

Armitage  put  aside  hia  coat  and  hat,  locked  the  hall 
door,  and  then,  when  the  two  stood  face  to  face  in  his 
little  sitting-room,  he  surveyed  the  man  carefully. 
"What  do  you  want?"  he  demanded  bluntly. 
He  took  a  cigarette  from  a  box  on  the  table,  lighted 
it,  and  then,  with  an  air  of  finality,  fixed  his  gaze  upon 
the  man,  who  eyed  him  with  a  kind  of  stupefied  won- 
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der.  Then  tlicro  flashed  into  the  fellow's  hronzed  face 
something  of  dignity  and  resentment.  Ho  stood  per- 
fectly erect  with  his  felt  hat  clasped  in  his  hand.  His 
clothes  were  cheap,  hut  clean,  and  his  short  coat  was 
huttoned  trimly  about  him. 

"I  want  nothing,  :\rr.  Armitago,"  he  replied  humbly, 
speaking  slowly  and  with  a  marked  German  ac(  ent. 

"Then  you  will  be  easily  satisfied,"  said  x\rmitage. 
"You  said  your  name  was —  ?"' 
"Oscar — Oscar  Breunig.'' 

Armitago  sat  down  and  scrutinized  the  man  again 
without  relaxing  his  severity. 

"You  tliink  you  have  seen  me  somewhere,  so  you 
have  followed  mo  in  the  streets  to  make  sure.  \Yi\cn  did 
this  idea  first  occur  to  you  ?" 

"I  saw  you  at  Fort  ilyer  at  the  drill  last  Friday.  I 
have  been  looking  for  you  >;inee,  and  saw  you  leave  your 
horse  at  the  hotel  this  afternoon.  You  ride  at  Rock 
Creek — yes  ?"" 

"What  do  you  do  for  a  living,  Mr.  Breunig?"  asked 
Armitage. 

"I  was  in  the  army,  br '  served  out  my  time  and  was 
discharged  a  few  months  ago  and  came  to  Washington 
to  see  where  they  make  the  government — ^}'es?    I  am 
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going  to  South  America,    la  it  Peru?   Yes;  there  will 
be  a  revolution." 

He  pau.scil,  and  Arniitage  met  his  eyes;  they  were 
very  blue  and  kind, — eyes  that  spoke  of  sincerity  and 
fulelity,  .such  eyes  as  a  leader  of  forlorn  hopes  would 
like  to  know  were  behind  him  when  he  gave  the  order 
to  charge.  Then  a  curious  thing  happened.  It  may  have 
been  the  contact  of  eye  with  eye  that  awoke  question  and 
response  between  them ;  it  may  have  been  a  need  in  one 
that  touched  a  chord  of  helplessness  in  the  other ;  but 
suddenly  Armitagc  leaped  to  his  feet  and  grasped  the 
outstretched  hands  of  the  IHtle  soldier. 

"Oscar!"  he  said;  and  repeated,  very  softly,  "Os- 
car!" 

The  man  was  deeply  moved  and  the  tears  sprang  into 
his  eyes.  Armitage  laughed,  holding  him  at  arm's 
length. 

"Xonc  of  that  nonsense !  Sit  down !"  He  turned  to 
the  door,  opened  it,  and  peered  into  the  hall,  locked  the 
door  again,  then  motioned  the  man  to  a  chair. 

"So  vou  deserted  vour  mother  country,  did  you,  and 
have  borne  arms  for  the  glorious  republic?" 
"I  served  in  the  Philippines, — yos?" 
"Rank,  titles,  emoluments,  Oscar?" 
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"1  was  a  sergeant ;  and  the  surgeon  could  not  find  the 
bullet  after  Bij;  Bond.  Luzon ;  t^o  they  were  sorry  and 
gave  me  a  certificate  and  two  dollors  a  month  to  my 
pay,''  said  the  man,  so  succinctly  and  colorlessly  that  Ar- 
niitage  laughed. 

"You  have  done  well,  O.scar ;  honor  me  by  accepting  a 
cigar."' 

The  man  took  a  cigar  from  the  bo.\  wl'ich  Armitagc 
extended,  but  would  not  light  it.  lie  held  it  rather  ab- 
sent-mindedly in  Ills  hand  and  continued  to  stare. 

'Ton  are  not  dead, — Mr. — Armitage;  but  your  fa- 
ther—?" 

"My  father  is  dead,  Oscar." 

"He  was  a  good  man,"  said  the  soldier. 

'TTes ;  he  was  a  good  man,"  repeated  Armitage  grave- 
ly. "I  am  alive,  and  yet  I  am  dead,  Oscar;  do  you  grasp 
the  idea  ?  You  were  a  good  friend  when  we  were  lads  to- 
gether in  the  great  forest.  If  I  should  want  you  to  help 
me  now — " 

The  man  jumped  to  h.is  feet  and  stood  at  attention  so 
gravely  that  Armitage  laughed  and  slapped  his  knee. 

"You  are  v,k.A  taught,  Sergeant  Oscar!  Sit  down.  I 
am  going  to  trust  you.  My  affairs  just  now  are  not  with- 
out their  trifling  dangers." 
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"Thcro  are  ononiics — yes?"  and  Oscar  nodded  his 
head  Holeninly  in  atfcptante  of  the  KJtuation. 

"I  am  going  to  tnist  yoii  absolutely.  You  have  no  con- 
fidants— you  are  not  married  ?"' 

"IIow  should  a  man  he  married  who  is  a  soldier?  I 
have  no  friends ;  they  are  unprofitable,"  declared  Oscar 
solemnly. 

"I  fear  you  are  a  pessimist,  Oscar;  hut  a  pessimist 
who  keeps  his  mouth  shut  is  a  good  ally.  Xow,  if  you 
are  not  afraid  of  being  shot  or  struck  with  a  knife,  and 
if  you  are  willing  to  obey  my  orders  for  a  few  weeks  wc 
may  be  able  to  do  some  business.  First,  remember  that 
I  am  Mr.  Armitage;  you  must  loam  that  now,  and  re- 
member it  for  all  time.  And  if  any  one  should  ever  sug- 
gest anything  else — " 

The  man  nodded  his  comprehension. 

"That  will  be  the  time  for  Oscar  to  he  dumb.  T  under- 
etand,  Mr.  Armitage." 

Armitage  smiled.  The  man  presented  so  vigorous  a 
picture  of  health,  his  simple  character  was  so  transpar- 
ently reflected  in  his  eyes  and  face  that  he  did  not  in 
the  least  question  him. 

"You  arc  an  intelligent  person,  Sergeant.  If  you  are 
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oqually  discreet — al)le  to  be  deaf  when  troublopome  ques- 
tion? are  asked,  then  I  think  we  shall  pet  on." 

"You  should  remember — "  began  Oscar. 

"I  remember  nothing,"'  observed  Armitago  sharply; 
and  Oscar  was  quite  humble  again.  Armitago  opened 
a  trunk  and  took  out  an  envelope  from  which  he  drew 
several  papers  and  a  small  map,  which  he  unfolded  and 
spread  on  the  table.  He  marked  a  spot  with  his  lead- 
pencil  and  passed  the  mnp  to  Oscar. 

"Do  you  think  you  could  find  that  place  ?" 

The  man  breathed  hard  over  it  for  several  minutes. 

"Yes;  it  would  be  easy,"  and  he  nodded  his  head  sev- 
eral times  as  he  named  the  railroad  ^tations  nearest  the 
point  indicated  by  Armitage.  The  place  was  in  one  of 
the  mountainous  counties  of  Virginia,  fifteen  miles  from 
an  east  and  west  railway  line.  Armitage  opened  a  duly 
recorded  deed  which  conveyed  to  himself  the  title  to  two 
thousand  acres  of  land ;  also  a  curiously  complicated  ab- 
stract of  title  showing  the  successive  transfers  of  own- 
ership from  colonial  days  down  through  the  years  of 
Virginia's  splendor  to  the  dread  time  when  battle  shook 
the  world.  The  title  had  passed  from  the  receiver  of  a 
defunct  shooting-dub  to  Armitage,  who  had  been 
charmed  by  the  description  of  the  property  as  set  forth 
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in  an  advertisement,  and  lured,  mcjreover,  by  the  amaz- 
ingly small  price  at  which  the  preserve  was  ottered. 
"It  is  a  farm — yes  ?'' 

"It  is  a  wilderness,  I  fancy,"  said  Armitage.  "I  have 
never  seen  it ;  I  may  never  see  it,  for  that  matter ;  hut 
you  will  find  your  way  the-re — going  first  to  this  town, 
Lamar,  studying  the  country,  keeping  your  mouth  shut, 
and  seeing  what  the  improvements  on  the  ground 
amount  to.  There's  some  sort  of  a  bungalow  tlu  •.  built 
by  the  shooting-club.  Here's  a  description  of  tlie  place, 
on  the  strength  of  which  I  bought  it.  You  may  take 
these  papers  along  to  judge  the  size  of  the  swindle." 
"Yes,  sir." 

"And  a  couple  of  good  horses ;  plenty  of  commissary 
stores — plain  military  necessities,  you  understand — and 
some  bedding  should  be  provided.  I  want  you  to  take 
full  charge  of  this  matter  and  get  to  work  as  (piickly  as 
possible.  It  may  be  a  trifle  lonesome  down  there  among 
the  hills,  but  if  you  serve  mc  well  you  shall  not  regret 
it." 

"Yes,  I  am  quite  satisfied  with  the  job,"  said  Oscar. 
"And  after  you  have  reached  the  place  and  settled 
yourself  you  will  tell  the  postmaster  and  telegraph  oper- 
ator who  you  arc  and  where  you  may  bo  found,  so  that 
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messages  may  reach  yoxi  promptly.  If  you  got  an  un- 
signed message  advising  you  of — let  mc  consider — a 
shipment  of  steer-,  you  may  exjiect  mc  any  hour.  On 
the  other  hand,  you  may  not  sec  nio  at  all.  We'll  con- 
sider that  our  agreement  lasts  until  the  llrst  snow  flies 
next  winter.  You  arc  a  soldier.  There  need  be  no  fur- 
ther discussion  of  this  matter,  Oscar." 

The  man  nodded  gravely. 

"And  it  is  well  for  ynu  not  to  reappear  in  this  hotel. 
If  you  should  be  questioned  on  leaving  here — " 

"I  have  not  been  here — is  it  not  ?"' 

"It  is,"  replied  Armitage,  smiling.  "You  read  and 
TTitc  English?" 

"Yes ;  one  must,  to  servo  in  the  army." 

"If  you  should  see  a  big  Servian  with  a  neck  like  a 
bull  and  a  head  the  size  of  a  pea,  who  speaks  very  bad 
German,  you  will  do  well  to  keep  out  of  his  way, — unless 
you  find  a  good  place  to  tie  him  up.  I  advise  you  not  to 
commit  murder  without  special  orders, — do  you  under- 
stand?" 

"It  is  the  custom  of  the  country,"  assented  Oscar,  in 
a  tone  of  deep  regret. 

"To  be  sure,"  laughed  Armitage ;  "and  now  I  am  go- 
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ing  to  give  you  money  enough  to  carry  out  the  project 
I  liavo  indicated.*' 

lie  took  from  his  trunk  a  long  hill-hook,  counted  out 
twenty  new  onc-hundred-dollar  hills  and  threw  thera  on 
the  tahlo. 

*'It  is  much  money,"  observed  Oscar,  counting  the 
l)ills  lahoriously. 

"It  will  he  enough  for  your  purposes.  You  can't  spend 
much  money  up  there  if  you  try.  Bacon — perhaps  eggs ; 
a  cow  may  he  necessary, — who  can  tell  without  trying 
it  ?  Don't  write  mo  any  letters  or  telegrams,  and  forget 
that  you  have  seen  me  if  you  don't  hear  from  me  again." 

He  went  to  th.e  elevator  and  rode  down  to  the  ofTico 
with  Oscar  and  dismissed  him  carelessly.  Then  John 
Armitago  bought  an  armful  of  magazines  and  newspa- 
pers and  returned  to  his  room,  quite  like  anjr  traveler 
taking  the  comforts  of  his  inn. 
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CHAPTER  XI 

THE  TOSS  OF  A  XAl'KIX 

As  music  and  splondor 

Survive  not  the  lamp  and  the  lute, 
The  heart's  echoes  render 

No  song  when  the  spirit  Is  mute — 
No  songs  liiit  sad  dirges. 

Like  the  wind  through  a  ruined  cell. 
Or  the  mournful  surges 

That  ring  the  dead  seaman's  knell. 

—Shelley. 


i. ' 


Captain  Richard  Clailmrnc  gave  a  supper  at  the  Army 
and  Xavy  Club  for  ton  men  in  honor  of  the  ncwly-ar- 
rivod  military  attache'  of  the  Spanish  legation.  Ho  had 
drawn  his  guests  largely  from  his  foreign  acquaintances 
in  Washington  hecauso  the  Spaniard  spoke  little  Eng- 
lish; and  Dick  knew  Washington  well  enough  to  under- 
stand that  while  a  girl  and  a  man  who  speak  different 
languages  may  sit  comfortably  together  at  tal)le,  men  in 
like  predicament  grow  morose  and  are  likely  to  quarrel 
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with  their  vy:  hcforo  the  cigars  arc  passod.  It  was 
Friilay,  and  tlio  whole  party  had  witnessed  tlie  drill  at 
Fort  liver  tluit  afternoon,  with  nine  girls  to  listen  to 
their  explanation  of  the  manopuvors  and  the  earliest 
spring  bride  for  chap'  -on.  Shirley  had  been  of  the 
party,  and  somewhat  the  heroine  of  it,  too,  for  it  was 
Dick  who  sat  on  hi^  horse  out  in  the  tanbark  with  the 
little  whistle  to  his  lips  and  manipulated  the  troop. 

"Hero's  a  confusion  of  tongues;  I  may  need  you  to 
interpret,''  laughed  Dick,  indicating  a  chair  at  his  loft ; 
and  when  Armitage  sat  down  he  faced  Chauvcnot  across 
the  round  table. 

With  the  first  filling  of  glasses  it  was  found  that  every 

one  could  speak  French,  and  the  talk  went  forward 

spiritedly.  The  discussion  of  military  matters  naturally 

occupied  first  phu  e,  and  all  were  anxious  to  steer  clear 

of  anything  that  might  be  offensive  to  the  Spaniard, 

who  had  lost  a  brother  at  San  Juan.  Claiborne  thought 

it  wisest  to  discuss  nations  that  wore  not  represented  at 

the  table,  and  this  made  it  very  simple  for  all  to  unite 

in  rejecting  the  impertinent  claims  of  Japan  to  be 

reckoned  among  world  powers,  and  to  declare,  for  the 

benefit  of  the  Russian  attache,  that  Slav  and  Saxon  must 

ultimately  contend  for  the  earth's  dominion. 
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Then  tlu'v  ft'll  to  talking  about  individuals,  chiefly 
men  in  the  public  tve;  and  as  the  Austro-Hungarinn 
cnibaHsy  was  in  mourn inp  and  unroprosontod  at  the 
table,  tlic  now  Miupcror-kiug  was  discussed  with  con- 
siderable frankness. 

"He  has  not  old  Stroebera  right  hand  to  hold  him 
up,"  remarked  a  young  German  ofliccr. 

"Thereby  hangs  n  dark  tale,"  remarked  Claiborne. 
"Somebody  stuck  a  knife  into  Count  von  Stroebel  at  a 
singularly  inopportune  moment.  I  saw  him  in  Geneva 
two  days  before  he  was  assassinated,  and  he  was  very 
feeble  and  seemed  harassed.  It  gives  a  man  the  shudders 
to  think  of  what  might  happen  if  his  Majesty,  Charlr- 
Louis,  should  go  by  the  board.  Ilis  only  child  died  a 
year  ago— after  him  his  cousin  Francis,  and  then  the 
deluge." 

"Bah!  Francis  is  not  as  dark  as  he's  painted.  IIo's 
the  most  lied-about  prince  in  Europe,"'  remarked  Chau- 
venet.  "He  would  most  certainly  be  an  improvement  on 
Charles  Louis.  But  alas!  Charles  Louis  will  undoubt- 
edly live  on  forever,  like  his  lamented  father.  The  King 
is  dead:  long  live  the  King!" 

"Nothing  can  happen,"  remarked  the  German  sadly. 
**!  have  lost  much  money  betting  on  upheavals  in  that 
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direction.  If  tlioro  wire  a  ninn  in  Tlimgary  it  would  be 
diffor^nt;  but  riots  nrc  not  revolutions." 
"That  is  quite  tnu>,'"  »ni«l  Arniita«,'o  quietly. 
"But,"  observed  the  Spanianl,  "if  the  Archduke  Karl 
had  not  gone  out  of  his  head  and  died  in  two  or  three 
dozen  places,  so  that  no  one  is  sure  he  is  dead  at  all, 
things  at  Vienna  might  bo  rather  more  interesting. 
Karl  took  a  son  with  hiui  into  exile.  Suppose  one  or  the 
other  of  them  should  reappear,  stir  up  strife  and  iucite 
rebellion — ?" 

"Such  speculations  are  quite  idle,"  commented  Chau- 
vcnet.  "There  is  no  doubt  whatever  that  Karl  is  dead, 
or  we  should  hear  of  him.'* 

"Of  course,"  said  the  German.  "If  he  were  not,  the 
death  of  the  old  Emperor  would  have  brought  him  to 
life  again." 

"The  same  applies  to  the  boy  he  carried  away  with 
him— undoubtedly  dead— or  wc  should  hear  of  him. 
Karl  disappeared  soon  after  his  son  Francis  was  bom. 
It  was  said — " 

"A  pretty  talc  it  is  I"  commented  the  German — "that 
the  child  wasn't  exactly  Karl's  own.  lie  took  it  quite 
hard— went  away  to  hide  his  shame  in  exile,  taking  his 
son  Frederick  Augustus  with  him." 
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"lie  was  surely  mad,"  remarked  Chauvenet,  sipping 
a  cordial.  "He  is  much  better  dead  and  out  of  the  way 
for  the  ,trood  of  Austria.  Francis,  as  I  say,  is  a  good  fel- 
low. We  liave  hunted  together,  and  I  know  him  well." 

They  fell  to  talking  about  the  lost  sons  of  royal 
houses — and  a  goodly  number  there  have  been,  even  in 
these  latiT  ecuturies— and  then  of  the  latest  marriages 
between  American  women  and  titled  fonigners.  Chau- 
venet was  now  leading  the  conversation ;  it  might  even 
have  seemed  to  a  critical  listener  that  he  was  guiding  it 
with  a  certain  intention. 

He  laughed  as  though  at  the  remembrance  of  some- 
thing amusing,  and  held  the  little  company  while  he 
bent  over  a  candle  to  light  a  cigar. 

"Witii  all  d  '  .-espect  to  our  American  host,  I  must 
say  that  a  title  in  America  goes  further  than  anywhere 
else  in  the  world.  I  was  at  Bar  Harbor  three  years  ago 
when  the  Baron  von  Kisr-el  devastated  that  region.  He 
made  sad  havoc  among  tlie  ladies  that  summer;  the  rest 
of  us  simply  had  no  place  to  stand.  You  romember,  gen- 
tlemen,"— and  Chauvenet  looked  slowly  around  th'^  lis- 
tening eirele, — "that  the  unexpected  arrival  of  the  c\(.v]- 
lent  Ambassador  of  Austria-Hungary  cau><  d  the  Baron 
to  leave  Bar  Harbor  between  dar;     ml  daylight.   The 
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story  was  that  lio  got  off  in  r  sail-boat ;  and  the  next  wo 
heard  of  him  he  was  niasqiieradins  under  some  title  in 
San  Franr-isco,  where  lie  proved  to  l)e  a  dangerous  forger. 
You  all  remember  that  the  papers  were  full  of  his  per- 
formances for  a  while,  but  he  was  a  lucky  rascal,  and 
always  disappeared  at  the  proper  psycholoj/ical  moment. 
lie  had,  as  you  may  say,  the  cosmopolitan  accent,  and 
was  the  most  plausil)lo  fellow  alive.'' 

Chauvenet  held  his  audience  well  in  hand,  for  nearly 
every  one  remembered  the  brilliant  exploits  of  the  fraud- 
ulent baron,  and  all  were  interested  in  what  promised 
to  be  some  new  information  about  him.  Armitage,  lis- 
tening intently  to  Chauvenet 's  recital,  felt  his  blood 
quicken,  and  his  face  flushed  for  a  moment.  His  cigar- 
ette case  lay  upon  the  edge  of  the  table,  and  he  snapped 
it  shut  and  fingered  it  nervously  as  he  listened. 

"It's  my  experience,'*  continued  Chauvenet,  "that  wc 
never  meet  a  person  once  only— there's  always  a  second 
meeting  somewhere ;  and  I  was  not  at  all  surprised  when 
I  ran  upon  my  old  friend  the  baron  in  Germany  last 

fall." 

"At  his  old  tricks,  I  suppose,"  observed  some  one. 

"No;  that  was  the  strangest  part  of  it.  He's  struck  a 
deeper  game— though  I'm  blessed  if  I  can  make  it  out— 
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ho*s  dropped  the  title  altofrotlicr,  and  now  calls  himself 
Mister — I've  forgotten  for  tlie  monient  tlic  rest  of  it, 
but  it  is  an  lCnj.'lish  name,  lie's  m.ido  a  stake  somehow, 
and  travels  ahout  in  decent  eonifort.  lie  passi's  now  as 
an  American— liis  English  is  excellent— and  he  hints  at 
large  American  interests." 

"lie  jirobahly  has  forged  securities  to  ^elI,"  com- 
mented the  (ierman.  "I  know  those  fellows.  The  busi- 
ness is  best  done  <jiii'  ily." 

'•I  dare  say,''  returned  C'liauvenot. 
"Of  course,  you  grci'tcd  him  as  a  long-lost  friend,"  re- 
marked Claiborne  leadingly. 

"Ko;  I  wanted  to  make  sure  of  him:  and,  strangely 
enough,  he  assisted  mc  in  a  very  curious  way." 

All  felt  that  they  were  now  to  hear  the  denouement 
of  the  story,  and  several  men  bent  forward  in  their 
absorption  with  their  elbows  on  the  table.  riiiMivciict 
smiled  and  resumed,  with  a  little  shrug  of  his  shoulders. 
"Well,  T  must  go  back  a  moment  1o  say  that  the  man 
I  knew  at  Bar  Harbor  had  a  real  .rest — the  ladies  to 
whom  he  wrote  notes  treasured  them,  T  dare  say.  be- 
cause of  the  pretty  insignium.  lie  liad  it  engraved  on 
his  cigarette  case,  a  bird  of  some  kind  tiptoeing  on  a 
helmet,  and  beneath  there  was  a  motto,  Fidr  nun  armis." 
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"The  devil!"  cxclainuHl  tlie  younj,'  (Jcrinan.    "Why, 

that's  very  like — "' 

"Very  lilxo  llic  iltvlcc  of  the  Austrian  Sehomhurgs. 
Well,  I  rcmembcrod  the  cigarette  case,  and  cne  ni-ht 
at  a  eoncert— in  Berlin,  you  know— I  chaneed  to  ^t 
with  sonic  friends  at  a  table  .luite  near  whore  he  sat 
alone;  1  had  my  eye  on  him,  tryin-  to  assure  myself  of 
his  identity,  when,  in  closin-  his  ci{.'arette  caso,  it  f.'ll 
almost  at  my  f.rt.  and  I  bump..l  heads  with  a  waiter  as 
I  picked  it  up— I  wanted  to  make  sure— and  handed  it 
to  him,  the  imitation  haron." 

"That  was  y.-ur  ehance  to  startle  him  a  tride.  T 
sliould  say,"  remarked  the  (Jerman. 

"lie  was  the  man,  beyond  doubt.  There  was  no  mis- 
taking the  cigarette  case.  What  I  said  was,"-continued 
Cliauvonet,—  "'Allow  me,  Baron!'" 

"Well  spoken!"  exclaimed  the  Spanish  ofTicer. 
"Not  so  well,  either,"  hiughed  Chauvenet.   "He  had 
the  best  of  it— he's  a  clevor  man,  I  am  obliged  to  ad- 
mil!   llo  said—"  and  Chauvenefs  mirth  stifled  him  fur 

a  moment. 

"Yes;  what  was  it?"  demanded  tlie  German  impa- 
tiently. 
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"He  ?aul:  'Tliank  you.  Wiiitcrl'  .iiul  put  llic  cigarette 
case  liack  into  lii-  i)ocl\(tI" 

Tlicy  all  l;iii-li(il.  Then  Captain  Clailiornc's  eyes  fell 
upon  tlio  (iililc  ainl  n'.-lcd  idly  on  Joliu  Arnii(a;;e*s  figar- 
rttc  iaM> — iin  llie  .-inontlily-uoru  gold  of  tlio  surfai-o. 
on  tlio  .-nowy  falcon  and  the  silver  lnlnict  on  wliieli  tlic 
liird  pnix'd.  lie  started  >Iiglit!y.  then  to<<ed  Ids  napkin 
( aicli'.-.-ly  oil  the  table  so  iiiat  it  covered  the  gold  trinket 
Odiiipletcly. 

"(jentlcnien,"  lie  said,  '"if  we  are  going  to  show 
oiirsrlves  at  the  Darlington  ball  we'll  have  to  run 
along." 

Below,  in  the  eoat  room,  C'laihorno  wa?  fastening  the 
frogs  of  his  niilitarj'  overcoat  when  Arniitage,  who  had 
waited  for  the  opportunity,  sjioke  to  him. 

''That  story  is  a  lii'.  Claihornc  That  man  never  saw 
me  or  my  cigarette  case  in  Berlin:  and  moreover,  I  wa.' 
never  at  Bar  llailior  in  my  life.  1  gave  you  some  ac- 
count of  iriysolf  on  the  King  Edward — every  word  of  it 
is  true." 

"Vou  ?hould  face  him — you  must  have  it  out  with 
him  I"  exclaimed  Claiborne,  and  .\rmitage  saw  the  con- 
flict and  uncertainty  in  the  ollici  r"<  eyes. 

"But  the  time  hasn't  come  for  that — " 
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"Then  if  lluMv  is  soimtliing  lutwcLMi  you,"— bogan 
Clai1»oiuo,  the  iloiiM  now  tli'iirly  domiuaiit. 

"TluTP  is  uiit1oiil)t»'(lly  a  groat  «li'al  hotweon  us,  and 
thoro  will  111'  nioii'  lu-forc  wo  rcaili  the  ciul." 

Dick  f'lail)orne  was  a  perfcotly  frank,  outspokon  fol- 
low, and  this  hint  of  niyst.  ry  hy  a  man  whose  character 
had  just  hoon  boldly  assaihnl  angorod  him. 

'Tlood  Cod,  man:  I  know  as  much  about  Chauveuct 
as  1  do  about  you.  This  thing  is  ugly,  as  you  must  see. 
I  don't  like  it,  T  tdl  you!  You've  got  to  do  more  than 
deny  a  cireumstantial  story  like  that  by  a  f<'llow  whoso 
standing  bore  is  as  good  as  yours!  If  you  don't  ofler 
som.>  better  explanation  of  this  by  to-morrow  night  I 
shall  have  to  n~k  you  to  cut  my  acquaintance — and  the 
acquaintance  of  my  family  !" 

Armitagc's  face  was  grave,  but  he  smiled  as  ho  took 
his  hat  and  stick. 

"I  shall  not  be  able  to  satisfy  you  of  my  respocta]>ility 
by  to-morrow  night,  Captain  Claiborne.  My  own  alTair:^ 
must  wait  on  larger  mattors." 

"Then  you  need  never  take  the  trouble!'' 
"In  my  own  time  you  sb.idl  bo  <iuito  fully  sutisfiod," 
gaid  Armitago(iuiotIy,and  tur;i"d  away. 

lie  was  not  among  the  others  of  the  Claiborne  party 
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wlicn  ihcy  «,'()(  into  their  carriages  to  go  to  tlio  ball.  IIo 
wvni,  in  fat  t,  to  tlic  tclograpli  ollicc  anil  sunt  a  iiicssago 
to  Oscar  llrcunig,  Lamar,  Virginia,  giving  notice  of  a 
shijiniont  of  stecav. 

Then  lie  rcfurued  to  the  New  American  and  packed 
his  hclougiugs. 
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A  CAMP  I>'  THE  MOUNTAINS 

—Who  climbca  the  blue  Virginia  hllla 

Against  embattled  foes; 
And  planted  (here.  In  valleys  fair, 

The  lily  and  the  rose; 
Whose  fragrance  lives  In  many  lands, 

Whose  beauty  stars  the  earth. 
And  lights  the  hearths  of  happy  homes 

With  loveliness  and  worth. 

—Francis  O.  Ticknor. 

The  study  of  maps  and  time-tal.lcs  is  a  far  mon-  profit- 
al.lo  business  than  appears.  John  Armitajio  possessed  a 
prcat  st.^ro  nf  gcofiraphiial  knowh'dfic  as  inlorpn-tod  in 
such  litoraturo.  lie  coidd  t.ll  you,  without  leaving  his 
room,  and  prohahly  without  opening  his  trunk,  the 
quickest  way  out  of  Tokio.  or  St.  Petersburg,  or  Cal- 
cutta, or  ("inch  Tight,  Montana,  if  you  suddenly  re- 
ccived  a  cablegram  calling  you  to  Vienna  or  Pari?  or 
Wa<1iington  from  one  of  those  places. 

Su(  h  being  the  case,  it  '.vas  remarkable  that  he  should 
have  started  for  a  point  in  the  Virginia  hills  by  way  of 
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lioston.  llicnec  to  Xorftilk  hy  coastwiso  stoanuT,  and  on 
to  Lamar  !>_v  lines  of  railntad  wliosc  .-cliodulrs  would 
liavc  bcfii  <lit'  (l(>[iair  of  iinliardcnctl  travelers.  He  had 
expressed  liis  trunks  direct,  and  traveled  will)  two  suit- 
easos  and  an  iirnlinlla.  His  journey,  since  his  boat 
swung  out  into  .Massac Im-itis  l?ay,  had  heen  spent  in 
•rlooniy  speeulations,  ami  two  xown.ir  women  l)ooked  for 
Ualtiniore  \vron;.'ly  attrihiited  his  reticenee  and  aloof- 
ness to  a  grievous  disappointment  in  love. 

He  had  wanted  time  to  think — to  ponder  his  affairs — 
to  devise  some  way  out  of  his  dillieulties,  and  to  con- 
trive tl'.e  ilefeat  of  Chauvenet.  Moreover,  liis  relation.s 
to  tlie  C'laihorne-  were  in  an  ugly  tangle:  Chauvenet  had 
dealt  him  a  telling  Idow  in  a  (piarter  where  he  particu- 
i  uly  wished  to  appear  to  ailvantage. 

lie  jumped  out  of  the  day  eoai  h  in  which  he  had  ac- 
complished tlie  last  stage  of  his  journey  to  lianiar,  just 
at  dawn,  and  found  Oscir  with  two  horses  waiting. 

"CJood  morning."'  >ai(l  O.-car,  saluting. 

"You  !ire  prompt.  Sergeant/'  and  Armitago  shook 
hands  witli  him. 

As  tlie  train  roared  on  tlirougli  the  valley,  Armitago 
opened  one  of  tlie  suit-<'as(  ^  and  took  o\it  a  pair  of  leather 
li'ggings,  which  he  strapped  on.    Then  Oscar  tied  the 
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cases  tojrriluT  witli  ii  roiK-  nml  liuiij,'  tlifiii  across  his 
sa(]»llo-l)ow. 

"Tlio  plaiv— wliat  .)f  it?"  a^kr.l  Armita--'. 

"TliiM-c  may  lie  worse — 1  have  not  dccidctl." 

Aniiita^jc  laufrhcd  aloud. 

"Is  it  as  l)ad  as  tli.it?*' 

The  man  was  lui.-y  ti,i:lit<  niii^'  llic  sa.ldlo  irirtlis.  and 
111"  answered  Arniita-eV  furtlier  «iue.4ions  willi  soldier- 
like brevity. 

"You  liave  been  lieri' — " 

"Two  weeks,  sir." 

"And  nothinjr  lias  happened  ?   It  is  a  crood  report." 

"It  is  pood  for  tlie  .-oul  to  staiul  on  mountains  and 
look  at  the  world.  You  will  like  that  anima!— yes?  Ho 
is  li-hter  than  a  ea\a!ry  horse.  "Mine,  ymi  will  notice,  is 
a  trifle  heasi.r.  I  hou-ht  them  at  a  simk  f:irm  in  an- 
other valhy.  and  mlr  Ihein  up  to  the  place." 

The  train  -ent  hack  ImkI  echoes.  A  ;,'irl  in  a  pink  sun- 
honnet  rode  iij)  «mi  a  mule  and  carried  off  the  mail 
pouch.  The  station  a^'ent  was  hii-v  in-ide  at  his  tele- 
graph instruments  and  paid  no  he.  d  to  the  horsemen. 
Save  for  a  few  huts  du-leivd  on  liic  liillsi.le.  there  were 
no  si^^ns  of  human  liahitation  in  -iLdit.  The  lijjhts  in  a 
switch  tar<'rt  showed  vellow  ii-ninsl  the  ^Towin^r  dawn. 
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"f  urn  <|iiil('  rciuly.  sir,"  n'portcil  Oscar,  toufhing  lus 
hat.  ''Tlicrc  is  notliiii^'  litTc  Itut  the  station;  the  sJcttlc- 
nionl  is  farther  on  our  way." 

"Then  let  us  he  off/'  said  Arniitngc,  swinging  into 
the  saihllo. 

Oscar  hi]  the  way  in  sih^nco  along  a  narrow  road  that 
clung  close  to  the  li;i^o  of  a  great  pino-ci.vcrod  hill.  The 
morning  was  sharp  and  the  horses  stepped  smartly,  the 
hreath  of  tlicir  no>;trils  showing  white  on  the  air.  The 
far  roar  and  whistle  of  llie  train  enme  hack  more  and 
more  faintly,  and  when  it  had  (piite  ceased  Arniitago 
siglicd,  pushed  his  soft  felt  hat  from  his  face,  and  set- 
tled hinist'lf  more  firmly  in  his  saddle.  The  keen  air 
was  as  stimulating  as  wine,  and  he  put  his  horse  to  the 
gallop  :ind  rode  ahead  to  shake  u[)  his  hlood. 

"It  is  good,"  said  the  stolid  cavalryman,  as  Armitagc 
whe<'leil  again  into  line  with  him. 

"Yes,  it  is  good,"  repeated  Armitage. 

A  peace  descended  upon  him  that  he  had  not  known 
in  many  days.  The  light  grew  as  the  sun  rose  higher, 
hlazing  upon  them  like  a  hrazen  target  through  deep 
clefts  in  the  mountains.  The  morning  mists  retreated 
before  them  to  farther  ridgc^  and  [)eaks,  and  the  beauti- 
ful gray-blue  of  the  Virginia  hills  delighted  Armitago's 
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oyoa.  The  roplon  wos  vory  wiKl.  lloro  and  llicrc  fmm 
some  mouiitainoor's  cabin  a  li<,'lit  iKMuilinj,'  of  ?nioke 
Btole  upward.  Tlioy  oncv  \)a~>ci\  a  boy  drivin-,'  a  yokt-  of 
Ktoors.  After  ^evoral  nulo<  tho  road,  tbat  had  bung 
midway  of  tho  rough  hill,  dipped  down  sharply,  and 
tboy  canio  nwi  into  another  and  broader  valley,  where 
there  were  tilled  fanns,  and  a  little  s.ttleiiiciit,  with  a 
blacksniilh  shop  and  a  country  store,  jKi^t-olliec  and 
inn  tonibined.  Tho  storekeeper  stood  in  the  door,  smok- 
ing a  col)  pipe.  Seeing  Oscar,  h.'  went  inside  and 
brought  out  some  letters  and  newspapers,  which  he  de- 
livered in  silence. 

"This  is  Lamar  pofst-officc,"  announced  Oscar. 

"There  must  be  some  mail  here  for  me,''  said  Armi- 

tage. 

Oscar  handed  him  severa'  ^ong  envelopes— they  l)crc 
tlvc  name  of  the  Bronx  Loan  and  Trust  Company,  whose 
office  in  Xcw  York  was  his  permanent  address,  and  he 
opened  and  read  a  numl)or  of  letters  and  cablegrams  that 
had  been  forwardi'd.  Their  contents  evidently  gave  him 
satisfaction,  for  he  whistled  cheerfully  as  he  thrust  them 
into  his  pocket. 

"You  keep  in  touch  with  the  world,  do  you,  Oscar? 
It  is  commendable.*' 
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"I  take  a  Washington  paper— it  relieves  the  monot- 
ony, and  I  can  sec  where  the  regiments  arc  moving,  and 
wliether  my  old  captain  is  yet  out  of  the  hospital,  and 
what  happened  to  my  lieutenant  in  his  court-martial 
ahout  the  pay  accounts.  One  must  observe  the  world- 
yes  ?  At  the  post-ofiice  back  there"— he  jerked  his  head 
to  indicate— "it  is  against  the  law  to  sell  whisky  in  a 
post-office,  so  that  storekeeper  with  the  red  nose  and 
small  yellow  eyes  keeps  it  in  a  brown  jug  in  the  back 

room." 

"To  be  sure,-'  laughed  Armitage.  "I  hope  it  is  a  good 

article." 

"It  is  vile,"  replied  Oscar.  "His  brother  makes  it  up 
in  the  hills,  and  it  is  as  strong  as  wood  lye." 

"Moonshine !  I  have  heard  of  it.  We  must  have  some 
for  rainy  days." 

It  was  a  new  world  to  John  Armitage,  and  his  heart 
was  as  light  as  the  morning  air  as  he  followed  Oscar 
along  the  ruddy  mountain  road.  He  was  in  Virginia, 
and  somewhere  on  this  soil,  perhaps  in  some  valley  like 
the  one  through  which  he  rode,  Shirley  Claiborne  had 
gazed  upon  blue  distances,  with  ridge  rising  against 
ridge,  and  dark  pine-covered  slopes  like  these  he  saw 
for  the  first  time.   He  had  left  his  affairs  in  Washing- 
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ton  in  a  sorry  muddle;  but  he  faced  the  new  day  with  a 
buoyant  spirit,  and  did  not  trouble  himself  to  look  very 
far  ahead.    He  had  a  definite  business  before  him ;  his 
cablegrams  were  reassuring  on  that  point.  The  fact  that 
he  was,  in  a  sense,  a  fugitive  did  not  trouble  him  in  the 
least.   He  had  no  intention  of  allowing  Jules  Chauve- 
nct's  assassins  to  kill  him,  or  of  being  locked  up  in  a 
Washington  jail  as  the  false  Baron  von  Kissel.    If  he 
admitted  that  he  wa.  riot  John  Armitagc,  it  would  be 
diflieult  to  prove  that  he  was  anybody  else— a  fact  touch- 
ing human  testimony  which  Jules  Chaiivenet  probably 
knew  perfectly  well. 

On  the  whole  he  was  satisfied  that  he  had  followed 
the  wisest  course  thus  far.  The  broad  panorama  of  the 
morning  hills  communicated  to  his  spirit  a  growing  ela- 
tion. He  began  singing  in  German  a  ballad  that  recited 
the  sorrows  of  a  pale  maiden  prisoner  in  a  dark  tower 
on  the  Rhine,  whence  her  true  knight  rescued  her,  after 
many  and  fearsome  adventures.  On  the  last  stave  he 
ceased  abruptly,  and  an  exclamation  of  wonder  broke 
from  him. 

They  had  been  riding  along  a  narrow  trail  that  af- 
forded, as  Oscar  said,  a  short  cut  across  a  long  timbered 
ridge  that  lay  between  them  and  Armitagc's  property. 
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Tlie  patli  was  rough  and  s^tecp,  and  tho  low-hanging  pine 
bough-  and  heavy  undcrbrut^h  increased  the  difiicjilties 
of  ascent.  Straining  to  the  top,  a  new  valley,  hidden  un- 
til now,  was  disclosed  in  long  and  beautiful  vistas. 

Armitage  dropped  the  reins  upon  the  neck  of  his 
panting  horse. 

"It  is  a  fine  valley— yes?"  asked  Oscar. 

"It  is  a  possession  worthy  of  the  noblest  gods!"  re- 
plied Armitage.  "There  is  a  white  building  with  colon- 
nades away  over  there— is  it  the  house  of  the  reigning 
deity?" 

"It  is  not,  sir,"  ansTvered  Oscar,  who  spoke  English 
with  a  kind  of  dogged  precision,  giving  equal  value  to 
all  words.  "It  is  a  vast  hotel  where  the  rich  spend  much 
money.  That  place  at  the  foot  of  the  hills-  do  you  see? 
— it  is  there  they  play  a  foolish  game  with  sticks  and 
little  balls—" 

"Golf?  Is  it  possible!" 

"There  is  no  doubt  of  it,  sir.  I  have  seen  the  fools  my- 
self— men  and  women.  The  place  is  called  Storm  '\  al- 
ley." 

Armitage  slapped  his  thigh  sharply,  so  that  his  horse 

started. 
'TTes ;  you  are  probably  right,  Oscar.  I  have  heard  of 
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the  place.  And  those  hou.ts  that  lie  beyond  there  in  the 
valley  belong  to  gontlen'.en  of  taste  and  leisure  who 
drink  the  waters  and  ride  horses  and  play  the  foolish 
game  you  describe  with  little  white  balls." 

«I  could  not  tell  it  better,"  responded  Oscar,  who  had 
dismounted,  like  a  good  trooper,  to  rest  his  horse. 

"And  our  place— is  it  below  there?"  demanded  Armi- 

tagc. 

"It  is  not,  sir.  It  lies  to  the  west.  But  a  man  may 
come  here  when  he  is  lonesome,  and  look  at  the  people 
and  the  gentlemen's  houses.  At  night  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
sec  the  lights,  and  sometimes,  when  the  wind  is  right, 
there  is  music  of  bands." 

"Poor  Oscar!"  laughed  Armitage. 
His  mood  had  not  often  in  his  life  been  so  high. 
On  his  flight  northward  from  Washington  and  south- 
ward down  the  Atlantic  capes,  the  thought  that  Shirley 
Claiborne  and  her  family  must  now  believe  him  an 
ignoble  scoundrel  had  wrought  misgivings  and  pain  in 
his  heart;  but  at  least  he  would  soon  be  near  her— even 
now  she  might  be  somewhere  below  in  the  lovely  valley, 
and  he  drew  off  his  hat  and  stared  down  upon  what  was 
glorified  and  enchanted  ground. 
"Let  us  go,"  he  said  presently. 
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Oscar  saluted,  standing  bridle  in  hand. 

"You  will  find  it  easier  to  walk,"  he  said,  and,  lead- 
ing their  horses,  they  retraced  their  steps  for  several 
hundred  yards  along  the  ridge,  th.cn  niount('(l  and  pro- 
ceeded slowly  down  again  until  they  came  to  a  mountain 
road.  Presently  a  high  wire  fence  followed  at  their 
right,  where  the  descent  was  sharply  arrested,  and  they 
came  to  a  barred  wooden  gate,  and  beside  it  a  small 
cabin,  evidently  designed  for  a  lodge. 

"This  is  the  place,  sir,"  and  Oscar  dismounted  and 
threw  open  the  gate. 

The  road  within  followed  the  rough  contour  of  the 
hillside,  that  still  turned  downward  until  it  broadened 
into  a  wooded  plateau.  The  flutter  of  wings  in  the  un- 
derbrush, the  scamper  of  squirrels,  the  mad  lope  of  a 
fox,  kept  the  eye  busy.  A  doer  broke  out  of  a  hazel 
thicket,  stared  at  the  horsemen  in  wide-eyed  amazement, 
then  plunged  into  the  wood  and  disappeared. 

"There  are  deer,  and  of  foxes  a  great  plenty,"  re- 
marked Oscar. 

He  turned  toward  Armitage  and  added  with  lowered 
voice : 

"It  is  different  from  our  old  hills  and  forests — yes? 
but  sometimes  I  have  been  homesick." 
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"But  this  is  not  so  bad,  Oscar;  and  some  day  you 

shall  go  hack !'' 

"Here,"  said  the  soldier,  as  they  swung  out  of  the 
wood  and  into  the  open,  "is  what  they  call  the  Tort  of 

Missing  ^Icn." 

There  was  a  broad  park-like  area  that  tended  down- 
ward almost  imperceptibly  to  a  deep  defile.    They  dis- 
mounted and  walked  to  the  edge  and  looked  down  the 
stcop  sides.    A  little  creek  flowed  out  of  the  wood  and 
emptied  itself  with  a  silvery  rush  into  the  vale,  caught 
its  breath  below,  and  became  a  creek  again.    A  slight 
suspension  bridge  flung  across  the  defile  had  once  af- 
forded a  short  cut  to  Storm  Springs,  but  it  was  now  in 
disrepair,  and  at  either  end  was  posted  "Xo  Thorough- 
fare."   Armitage  stepped  upon  the  loose  planking  and 
felt  the  frail  thing  vibrate  under  his  weight. 

"It  is  a  bad  place,"  remarked  Oscar,  as  the  bridge 
creaked  and  swung,  and  Armitage  laughed  and  jumped 
back  to  solid  ground. 

The  surface  of  this  harbor  of  the  hills  was  rough  with 
outcropping  rock.  In  some  great  stress  of  nature  the 
trees  had  been  destroyed  utterly,  and  only  a  scant  gro^ih 
of  weeds  and  wild  flowers  remained.  The  place  sug- 
gested a  battle-ground  for  the  winds,  where  they  might 
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moot  and  .«trugj.'lp  in  uild  cotnluit;  or  moro  practically, 
it  was  jarp^  cjUJiigli  for  tho  evolutions  of  n  squadron  of 
cavalry. 

''Why  tlic  nnmo?"  askod  Armitnge. 

"Tlioro  wore  jrrny  soldiors  of  many  battles — yes? — 
who  fouglit  tlie  long  figlit  against  the  blue  soldiers  in 
the  Valley  of  Virginia;  and  after  the  war  was  over  some 
of  them  would  not  surrender — no;  but  they  marched 
here,  and  stayed  a  long  time,  and  kept  their  last  flag, 
and  so  the  place  was  called  the  Port  of  !\rissinsr  ^len. 
They  built  that  stone  wall  over  there  beyond  the  patch 
of  cedars,  and  r  -  pod.  And  a  few  died,  and  their 
graves  are  the  oy  tho  cedars.  Yes;  they  had  brave 
hearts,"  and  Osc  i*  lifted  his  hat  as  though  he  were  salut- 
ing the  lost  legion. 

Tlioy  turned  again  to  the  road  and  went  forward  at 
a  gallop,  until,  half  a  mile  from  the  gate,  thoy  came 
upon  a  clearing  and  a  low,  red-roofed  l)ungalow. 

''Your  house,  sir,"  and  Oscar  swung  himself  down  at 
the  stops  of  a  broad  veranda.  He  led  the  horses  away  to 
a  barn  beyond  the  house,  while  Armitage  surveyed  the 
landscape.  The  bungalow  stood  on  a  rough  knoll,  and 
was  so  placed  as  to  afford  a  splendid  view  of  a  wide  re- 
gion.   Armitage  traversed  the  long  veranda,  studying 
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the  lamlscnpo,  anil  dolij^liUng  in  llic  far-slreteliing  pino- 
covcToil  barricado  of  liills.  Ilr  wass  arouFod  by  Oscar, 
who  ajipcarcd  carrying  tlio  suit-cases. 

"There  shall  be  hreakfast,*'  said  the  man. 

Tic  threw  open  the  doors  and  they  entered  a  wide,  bare 
hall,  with  a  fireplace,  into  which  Oscar  dropped  a  match. 

"All  one  floor— plenty  of  sleeping-rooms,  sir— a  place 
to  eat  here — a  kitchen  beyond — a  fair  barracks  for  a 
common  soldier ;  that  is  all." 

"It  is  enough.  Throw  these  bags  into  the  nearest  bed- 
room, if  there  is  no  choice,  and  camp  will  be  established." 

"This  is  yours — the  baggage  that  came  by  express 
is  there.  A  wagon  goes  with  the  place,  and  I  brought 
the  things  up  yesterday.  There  is  a  shower-bath 
beyond  the  rear  veranda.  The  mountain  water  is  off 
the  ice,  but— you  will  require  hot  water  for  shaving— is 
it  not  so?" 

"You  oppress  mc  with  luxuries,  Oscar.  Wind  up  the 
clock,  and  nothing  will  be  wanting." 

Oscar  unstrapped  the  trunks  and  then  stood  at  at 
tention  in  the  door.   Tie  had  expected  Armitage  to  con- 
denm  the  place  in  bitter  language,  but  the  proprietor  of 
the  a1)andoned  hunting  preserve  was  in  excellent  spirits, 
and  whistled  blithely  as  he  drew  out  his  keys. 
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'Tlio  plaio  was  built  by  fools,"  declared  Oscar  gloom- 
ily. 

"T'ndoubtodly!  There  is  a  sayin.u  tliat  fools  build 
houses  and  wise  men  live  in  tliein — you  see  where  that 
leaves  us,  Oscar.  l.et  us  be  cheerful  !*' 

He  tried  the  shower  and  ehan-jed  his  raiment,  while 
Osear  prepared  coffee  and  laid  a  cloth  on  the  long  table 
before  the  fire.  When  Armitage  appeared,  coffee  steamed 
in  the  tin  pot  in  which  it  had  been  made.  Bacon,  eggs 
and  toast  were  further  offered. 

"■You  have  done  excellently  well,  Oscar.  Go  get  your 
own  breakfast."  Armitage  dropjwd  a  lump  of  sugar  into 
his  coffee  cup  and  surveyed  the  mom, 

A  large  map  of  Virginia  and  a  series  of  liunting  prints 
hung  on  the  untinted  walls,  and  there  were  racks  for 
guns,  and  a  work-bench  at  one  end  of  the  room,  where 
guns  might  be  taken  apart  and  cleaned.  A  few  novels, 
several  three-year-old  magazines  and  a  variety  of  pipes 
remained  on  the  shelf  above  the  fireplace.  The  house 
offered  possibilities  of  meager  comfort,  and  that  was 
about  all.  Armitage  remembered  what  the  agent  through 
whom  he  had  made  the  purchase  had  said — that  the 
place  had  proved  too  isolated  for  even  a  hunting  pre- 
serve, and  that  its  only  value  was  in  the  timber.  He  was 
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satisfied  with  his  bargain,  and  would  not  set  up  a  lum- 
ber mill  yi't  a  wbile.  lie  lighted  a  cigar  and  settled  him- 
self in  an  easy  chair  before  the  fire,  glad  of  the  luxury 
of  peace  and  quiet  after  his  circuitous  journey  and  the 
tumult  of  doubt  and  question  that  had  shaken  him. 

He  slit  the  wrai)iK'r  of  the  Washington  newspaper 
tliat  Oscar  had  brought  from  tlie  mountain  post-office 
aii<l  scanned  the  head-lino^.  11  ■  read  with  care  a  de- 
spatch from  T-on.lon  that  pu-  .rr.-d  '  -ofloct  the  senti- 
ment of  the  continental  capitals  t  -d  Charles  Louis, 
the  new  Emperr.f-king  of  AusPia!  angary,  i:nd  the 
paper  dropped  upon  his  knees  an  -tared  into  the 

fire.  Then  he  picked  up  a  paper  of 
all  the  fori'ign  despatches  and  the  t. 
He  was  about  to  toss  tlie  pajjcr  aMv, 
upon  a  boldly-hcadllncd  article  that  ( 


'!•  late  and  read 

•  i  Washington. 

hen  his  eyes  fell 

<\  lii'^  heart  to 


throb  fiercely.   It  recited  the  sudden  r.  ai        rancv  of  the 


fraudident  Baron  von  Kissel  in  WasI n, 
scribed  in  detail  the  baron's  escapades  M   ' 
and  his  later  career  in  California  and  elsC' 
followed  a  story,  veiled  in  carefid  phrases,  bu, 
the  article  recited,  upon  information  furni^ 
gentleman  of  extensive  acquaintance  on  hot 
the  Atlantic,  that  Baron  von  Kissel,  under  i 
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donym,  nnd  with  oven  mnro  daring,'  cffrontory,  had  with- 
in a  fortniglit  Houglit  *o  iutrpnch  hiiutst'lf  in  the  most  ex- 
clusive circles  of  Wnshinjrton. 

Armitagc'rt  cigar  nlippod  from  liis  fingers  and  fell 
upon  the  brick  hearth  as  he  read : 

"The  boldness  of  this  clever  advontnrei  is  said  to  have 
reached  a  climax  in  this  city  witliin  a  few  days.  lie  had, 
under  the  name  of  Arniitagc,  palniod  liihisolf  ofT  upon 
members  of  o'-  of  the  most  distinguished  families  of 
the  capital,  w.'  •  ho  had  met  abroad  during  the  winter. 
A  young  gentleman  of  this  family,  who,  it  will  sutricc  to 
say,  bears  a  commission  and  title  from  the  American 
government,  "ntertained  a  small  company  of  friends  at 
a  Washington  club  only  a  few  nights  ago,  and  this  plau- 
sible adventurer  was  among  tlio  guests.  Ifo  was  recog- 
nized at  once  by  one  of  the  fonignors  present,  who,  out 
of  consideration  for  the  host  and  fellow  guests,  hold  his 
tongue;  but  it  is  understood  that  this  gentleman  sought 
Armitage  privately  and  warned  him  to  leave  Washing- 
ton, which  accounts  for  tho  fact  that  the  sumi)tuous 
apartments  at  tho  New  American  in  which  ^fr.  John  Ar- 
mitage, alias  Baron  vou  Kissel,  bud  established  himself 
were  vacated  immediately.  Xono  of  those  present  at  tho 
supper  will  talk  of  the  matter,  but  it  has  been  the  sub- 
ject of  lively  gossip  for  several  days,  and  the  German 
embassy  is  said  to  have  laid  before  tho  Washington  po- 
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lico  nil  iho  infonnnlinn  in  its  nrcliivcs  relating  to  the 
American  adventurer  of  this  inipu'lent  Hcouudrcl." 


Armitagc  rose,  droppoil  the  puper  into  the  fire,  and, 
with  his  clhow  resting'  on  ilie  mantel-shelf,  watched  it 
hurn.   lie  laughed  suddenly  and  faced  about,  his  back 
to  the  flames.  Osear  stood  at  attention  in  the  middle  of 
the  room. 
"Shall  we  unpack — yos?" 
"It  is  a  capital  idea,"  said  John  Armitage. 
"I  was  striker  for  my  captain  also,  who  had  fourteen 
pairs  of  boots  and  a  bad  disposition — and  his  uniforms 
— yes  ?  He  was  very  pretty  to  look  at  on  a  horse." 

"The  ideal  is  high,  Oscar,  but  I  shall  do  my  best. 
That  one  first,  please." 

The  contents  of  the  two  trunks  were  disposed  of  deftly 
by  Oscar  as  Armitage  directed.  One  of  the  bedrooms  was 
utilized  as  a  closet,  and  garments  for  every  imaginable 
occasion  were  brought  forth.  There  were  stout  English 
tweeds  for  the  heaviest  weather,  two  dress  suits,  and 
Norfolk  jackets  in  corduroy.  The  owner's  taste  ran  to 
grays  and  browns,  it  seemed,  and  he  whimsically  or- 
dered his  raiment  grouped  by  colors  as  he  lounged  about 
with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth. 
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"You  may  him^  tlioso  soarf^^  dii  the  string  provulcfl 
by  my  prorlr'co>sor,  Soriicant.  Tlicy  will  help  our  color 
scheme.  That  pale  blue  doesn't  blend  well  in  our  rain- 
bow— put  it  in  your  pocket  and  wear  it.  with  my  com- 
pliment;';  and  those  tan  shoes  are  not  bad  for  the  Vir- 
ginia mud — drop  them  here.  Those  gray  campaign  hats 
are  comfortable — give  the  cddest  to  inc.  And  there  is  a 
riding-cloak  I  had  forgotten  I  ever  owned — I  gave  gold 
for  it  to  a  Madrid  tailor.  The  mountain  nights  are  cool, 
and  the  thing  may  serve  me  well,"  he  added  whimsically. 

He  clapped  on  tho  hat  and  flung  the  cloak  upon  his 
shoulders.  It  fell  to  his  heels,  and  he  gathered  it  to- 
gether with  one  hand  at  the  waist  and  strutted  out  into 
the  hall,  whither  Oscar  followed,  staring,  as  Armitagc 
began  to  declaim : 

"  'Give  me  my  robe;  put  on  my  crown;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  mel' 

"  *Tis  an  inky  cloak,  as  dark  as  Hamlet's  mind  ;  T  will 
go  forth  upon  r  '  loody  business,  and  who  hinders  me 
shall  know  the  bitter  taste  of  death.  Oscar,  by  the  faith 
of  my  body,  you  shall  be  the  Horatio  of  the  tragedy.  Set 
me  right  afore  the  world  if  treason  be  my  undoing,  and 
while  we  await  the  trumpets,  cast  that  silly  pair  of 
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trousers  as  rubbi^^h  to  the  void,  and  choose  of  mine  own 
raiment  as  tliou  wouldst,  knave !  And  now— 

— "  'Nothing  can  we  call  our  own  b'lt  death, 
And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth 
Which  servos  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  God's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground 
And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings.'  " 

Then  he  grew  serious,  tossed  the  cloak  and  hat  upon 
a  bench  that  ran  round  ihe  room,  and  refilled  and 
li-hted  his  i)ipo.  Oscar,  soberly  unpacking,  saw  Armi- 
tage  pace  the  hall  floor  for  an  hour,  deep  in  thought. 

"Oscar,"'  he  called  abruptly,  "how  far  is  it  down  to 
Storm  Springs?*' 

"A  forced  march,  and  you  are  there  in  an  hour  and  a 

half,  sir." 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

THE   LADY   OF   TUB   PKUGOLA 

April,  April, 

Laugh  thy  girlish  laughter; 
Then,  the  moment  after. 
Weep  thy  girlish  tears! 
April,  that  mine  ears 
Like  a  lover  greetest. 
If  I  tell  thee,  sweetest. 
All  my  hopes  and  fears, 
April,  April, 

Laugh  thy  golden  laughter. 
But,  the  moment  after. 
Weep  thy  golden  tears! 

— William  Watson. 

A  few  pliotoprrapli?  of  foreign  sconos  tacked  on  the 
Trails;  a  Roman  blanket  hung  as  a  tapestry  over  tlio 
mantel;  a  portfolio  and  traveler's  writing  materials  dis- 
tributed about  a  table  produced  for  the  purpose,  and 
additions  to  the  meager  book-shelf— a  line  of  Baedekers, 
a  pocket  atlas,  a  comprehensive  American  railway  guide, 
several  volumes  of  German  and  French  poetry— and  the 
place  was  not  so  bad.  x\rniitago  slept  for  au  hour  after 
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a  simple  luncheon  had  been  prepared  by  Oscar,  studied 
his  letters  and  cablegrams — made,  in  fact,  some  notes  in 
regard  to  thorn — and  wrote  replies.  Then,  at  four 
o'clock,  ho  told  Oscar  to  saddle  the  horses. 

"It  is  spring,  and  in  April  a  man's  blood  will  not  bo 
quiet.  We  shall  go  forth  and  taste  the  air." 

Ho  had  studied  the  map  of  Lamar  County  with  care, 
and  led  the  way  out  of  his  own  preserve  by  the  road  over 
which  they  had  entered  in  the  morning.  Oscar  and  his 
horses  were  a  credit  to  the  training  of  the  American 
army,  and  would  have  passed  inspection  anywhere.  Ar- 
mitage  watched  his  adjutant  with  approval.  The  man 
served  without  question,  and,  quicker  of  wit  than  of 
speech,  his  bufE-gauntleted  hand  went  to  his  hat-brim 
whenever  Armitage  addressed  him. 

They  sought  again  the  spot  whence  Armitage  had  first 
looked  down  upon  Storm  Valley,  and  ho  opened  his 
pocket  map,  the  bettor  to  clarify  his  ideas  of  the  region. 

"We  shall  go  down  into  the  valley,  Oscar,"  he  said ; 
and  thereafter  it  was  he  that  led. 

They  struck  presently  into  an  old  road  that  had  been 
an  early  hi;ihway  across  the  mountains.  Above  and  be- 
low the  forest  hung  gloomily,  and  passing  clouds  dark- 
ened the  slopes  and  occasionally  spilled  rain.  Armitage 
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drew  on  his  cloak  and  Oscar  enveloped  himself  in  a 
slicker  as  they  rode  through  a  sharp  shower.  At  a  lower 
level  they  came  into  fair  weather  again,  and,  crossing  a 
bridge,  rode  down  into  Storm  Valley.  Tlie  road  at  once 
bore  marks  of  care ;  and  they  passed  a  number  of  trajjs 
that  spoke  unmistakalily  of  cities,  and  riders  wliose 
mounts  knew  well  the  bridle-paths  of  Central  Park.  The 
hotel  loomed  massively  before  them,  and  beyond  were 
handsome  estates  and  ambitious  mansions  scattered 
through  the  valley  and  on  the  lower  slopes. 

Armitage  paused  in  a  clump  of  trees  and  dismounted. 

"You  will  stay  here  until  I  come  back.  Antl  remem- 
ber that  we  don't  know  any  one;  and  at  our  time  of  life, 
Oscar,  one  should  be  wary  of  making  new  acquaint- 
ances." 

He  tossed  his  cloak  over  the  saddle  and  walked  toward 
the  inn.  The  size  of  the  place  and  the  great  number  of 
people  going  and  coming  surprised  him,  but  in  the  num- 
bers he  saw  his  own  security,  and  he  walked  boldly  up 
the  steps  of  the  main  hotel  entrance.  He  stepped  into 
the  long  corridor  of  the  inn,  where  many  people  lounged 
about,  and  heard  with  keen  satisfaction  and  relief  the 
click  of  a  telegraph  instrument  that  seemed  at  once  to 
bring  him  into  contact  with  the  remote  world.    He 
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filed  his  tc'lograms  and  walked  the  length  of  the  broad 
hall,  his  riding-crop  under  his  arm.  The  gay  banter 
and  laughter  of  a  group  of  young  men  and  women  just 
returned  from  a  drive  gave  him  a  touch  of  heartache, 
for  there  was  a  girl  somewhere  in  the  valley  whom  ho 
had  followed  across  the  sea,  and  these  perplc  Avere  of 
her  own  world— they  undoubtedly  knew  her;  very  likely 
she  came  often  to  this  huge  caravansary  and  mingled 
with  them. 

At  the  entrance  he  passed  Baron  von  Marhof,  who,  by 
reason  of  the  death  of  his  royal  chief,  had  taken  a  cot- 
tage at  the  Springs  to  emphasize  his  abstention  from  the 
life  of  the  capital.  The  Ambassador  lifted  his  eyes  and 
bowed  to  Armitage,  as  he  bowed  to  a  great  many  young 
men  whose  names  he  never  remembered;  but,  oddly 
enough,  the  Baron  paused,  stared  after  Armitage  for  a 
moment,  then  shook  his  head  and  walked  on  with  knit 
brows.  Armitage  had  lifted  his  hat  and  passed  out,  tap- 
ping his  leg  with  his  crop. 

lie  walked  toward  the  private  houses  that  lay  scat- 
tered over  the  valley  and  along  the  gradual  slope  of  the 
hills  as  though  carelessly  flung  from  a  dice  box.  Many 
of  the  places  were  handsome  estates,  with  imposing 
houses  set  amid  l)eautiful  gardens.    Half  a  mile  from 


!■ 


Mir 

r  ' ' ' 


■»■■      ■■■: 


I  m:j 


184 


THE   rORT    OF   MISSIXG   MEN 


the  hotel  lie  ptoppeil  a  passing  negro  to  ask  who  owned 
a  large  house  that  stood  well  back  from  the  road,  Tlio 
man  answered;  he  seemed  anxious  to  impart  further  in- 
formation, and  Arraitage  availed  himself  of  the  opportu- 
nity. 
"How  near  is  Judge  Claiborne's  place  ?"  he  asked. 
The  man  pointed.  It  was  the  next  houso,  on  the  right- 
hand  side;  and  Arraitage  smiled  to  himself  and  strolled 
on. 

He  looked  down  in  a  moment  upon  a  pretty  estate, 
distinguished  by  its  formal  garden,  but  with  the  broad 
acres  of  a  practical  farm  stretching  far  out  into  the  val- 
ley. The  lawn  terraces  were  green,  broken  only  by  plots 
of  spring  flowers;  the  walks  were  walled  in  box  and 
privet ;  the  house,  of  the  pillared  colonial  type,  crowned 
a  series  of  terraces.  A  long  pergola,  with  pillars  topped 
by  red  urns,  curved  gradually  through  the  garden  to- 
ward the  mansion.  Arraitage  followed  a  side  road  along 
the  brick  partition  wall  and  contemplated  the  inner 
landscape.  The  sharp  snap  of  a  gardener's  shears  far  up 
the  slope  was  the  only  sound  tliat  reached  him.  It  was 
a  charming  place,  and  he  yielded  to  a  temptaHon  to  ex- 
plore it.  He  dropped  over  the  wall  and  strolled  away 
through  the  garden,  the  smell  of  warm  earth,  moist  from 


THE   LADY  OF  THE   PERGOLA 


185 


the  clay's  li^ht  sliowers,  and  the  faint  odor  of  green 
tilings  growinj:.  sweet  in  his  nostrils.  lie  walked  to  the 
far  end  of  the  pergola,  sat  down  on  a  wooden  beneh,  and 
gave  himself  up  to  reverie.  He  had  been  denounced  as  an 
impostor;  he  was  on  Claiborne  soil;  and  the  situation 
required  thought. 

It  was  while  he  thus  pondered  his  affairs  that  Shirley, 
walking  over  the  soft  lawn  from  a  neighboring  estate, 
came  suddenly  upon  him. 

Iler  head  went  up  with  surprise  and — he  was  sure — 
with  disdain.  She  stopped  abruptly  as  he  jumped  to  his 
feet. 

"I  am  caught — in  -flagrante  delicto!  I  can  only  plead 
guilty  and  pray  for  mercy." 

"They  said — they  said  you  had  gone  to  Mexico?"  said 
Shirley  quostioningly. 

"Plague  take  the  newspapers !  How  dare  they  so  mis- 
represent me !"  he  laughed. 

**Yes,  I  read  those  newspaper  articles  with  a  good  deal 
of  interest.  And  my  brother — " 

"Yes,  your  brother — ^he  is  the  best  fellow  in  the 
world !" 

She  mused,  but  a  smile  of  real  mirth  now  played  over 
her  face  and  lighted  her  eyes. 
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"Thopc  arc  gcucrouj^  wor  -,  ^Ir.  Armitagc.  My 
brother  warned  rnc  against  you  in  quite  une<iuivocal  lan- 
guage. He  told  me  about  your  match-box — "' 

"Oh,  the  cigarette  case!''  and  ho  held  it  up.  *'Tt's 
really  mine — and  I'm  going  to  keep  it.  Tt  was  very  dam- 
aging evidence.  It  would  argue  strongly  against  me  in 
any  court  of  law." 

**Yos,  I  believe  that  is  true."  And  she  looked  at  the 
trinket  with  frank  interest. 

"But  I  particularly  do  not  wish  to  have  to  meet  that 
charge  in  any  court  of  law,  Aliss  Claiborne." 

She  met  his  gaze  very  steadily,  and  her  eyes  were 
grave.  Then  she  asked,  in  much  the  same  tone  that  she 
would  have  used  if  they  had  been  very  old  friends  and 
he  had  excused  himself  for  not  riding  that  day,  or  for 
not  going  upon  a  hunt,  or  to  the  theater : 

"Why?" 

"Because  I  have  a  pledge  to  keep  and  a  work  to  do, 
and  if  I  were  forced  to  defend  myself  from  the  charge 
of  being  the  false  Baron  von  Kissel,  everything  would 
be  spoiled.  You  see,  unfortunately — most  unfortunately 
— I  am  not  quite  without  responsibilities,  and  I  have 
come  down  into  the  mountains,  where  I  hope  not  to  bo 
shot  and  tossed  over  a  precipice  until  I  have  had  time 
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to  watch  oortain  pooplc  and  certain  events  a  little  while. 
I  tri'jd  to  say  as  miuli  to  Captain  Claihorne,  but  1  saw 
that  my  story  did  not  impress  him.  And  now  I  have 
said  the  same  thing  to  you — " 

He  waited,  gravely  watching  her,  hat  in  hand. 

"And  I  have  stood  here  and  listened  to  you,  and  done 
exactly  what  Captain  Claiborne  would  not  wish  mc  to  do 
under  any  circumstances,"  said  Shirley. 

"You  are  infinitely  kind  and  generous — " 

"Xo.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  think  me  either  of  those 
things — of  course  not!" 

Her  conclusion  was  abrupt  and  pointed. 

"Then—" 

"Then  I  will  tell  you — what  I  have  not  told  any  one 
else — that  I  know  very  well  that  you  are  not  the  person 
who  appeared  at  Bar  Harbor  three  years  ago  and  palmed 
himself  off  as  the  Baron  von  Kissel." 

"You  know  it — ^you  are  quite  sure  of  it?"  he  asked 
blankly. 

"Certainly.  I  saw  that  person — at  Bar  Harbor.  I  had 
gone  up  from  Xowport  for  a  week — I  was  even  at  a  tea 
where  he  was  quite  the  lion,  and  I  am  sure  you  are  not 
the  same  person." 

Her  direct  manner  of  speech,  her  decisive  tone,  in 
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which  she  plaiTcl  tlio  iiinttor  of  his  identity  on  n  purely 
practical  and  unsentimental  plan<\  gavy  him  a  new  im- 
pression of  her  character. 

"But  Captain  Claiborne — " 

He  ceased  suddenly  and  she  anticipated  the  question 
at  which  he  had  faltered,  iind  answered,  a  little  icily: 

"I  do  not  consider  it  anv  of  niv  husines-;  to  meddle  in 
your  affairs  with  my  hrotlier.  He  undoubtedly  believes 
you  arc  the  impostor  who  })almed  liimsclf  oIT  at  Bar 
Harbor  as  the  Baron  von  Kissel.  He  was  told  so — " 

"By  Monsieur  Cliauvenet." 

"So  he  said." 

"And  of  course  he  is  a  capital  witness.  There  is  no 
doubt  of  Chauvenet's  entire  credibility,"'  declared  Armi- 
tage,  a  little  airily. 

"I  should  say  not,"  said  Shirley  unresponsively.  "I 
am  quite  as  sure  that  he  was  not  the  false  baron  a.s  I  am 
that  you  were  not." 

Armitage  laughed. 

"That  is  a  little  pointed." 

"It  was  meant  to  be,"  said  Shirley  sternly.  "H  is" — 
she  weighed  the  word — "ridiculous  that  both  of  you 
should  be  here." 

"Thank  you,  for  my  half '.  I  didn't  know  he  was  here ! 
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But  I  am  not  oxaetly  here—]  linvo  a  imui  snfor  f<*  -> 
— lio  swept  the  bluo-liillcil  liori/.oii  with  liis  hand.  '"^^ 
sit'ur  Chauvcnct  ami  1  will  not  shoot  at  each  other  ti     uo 
liotel  dining-rooni.  But  1  am  really  rdleved  that  Si    .i»as 
come.   Wc  have  an  int'Tostirg  fashion  of  runniuy  into 
each  other;  it  would  y,  ''■  grieve  nie  to  be  <  .hligcd 

t')  wait  long  for  him." 

lie  smiled  and  thrust  his  hat  under  his  arm.  "Ito  f  ui 
was  dro])})ing  behind  the  great  western  barrii  v,  au«;  i 
chill  wind  crept  sharply  over  the  valley. 

He  started  to  walk  beside  her  as  she  turned  away,  but 
she  paused  abruptly. 

"Oh,  tliis  won't  do  at  all!  I  can't  be  seen  with  you, 
even  in  the  shadow  of  my  own  house.  I  must  trouble  you 
to  take  the  side  gate,"— and  she  indicated  it  by  a  nod  of 
Ijer  head. 

"Not  if  I  know  myself!  I  am  not  a  fraudulent  mem- 
ber of  the  German  no])ility — you  have  told  me  so  your- 
self. Your  eonscienee  is  clear — I  assure  you  mine  is 
equally  so !  And  I  am  not  a  person,  Miss  Claiborne,  to 
sneak  out  by  side  gates — particularly  when  I  came  over 
the  fence !  It's  a  long  way  around  anyhow — and  I  have 
a  horse  over  there  somewhere  by  the  inn." 
"My  brother—" 
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"Im  at  Fort  Mycr.  df  rniirx'.  At  alxiiit  tliis  lio\ir  (hoy 
arc  Imvin;;  dress  pariKlc,  and  lie  is  11.       '/lily  oroupicd," 

"I5ut — tluTo  is  Monsieur  Clmuvenet.  lie  has  nothing 
to  ilo  but  amuse  liimself." 

They  had  reached  the  veranda  steps,  and  she  ran  to 
the  top  and  turned  for  a  moment  to  look  at  liim.  Ilo 
still  carried  his  hat  and  crnn  in  one  liand,  and  had 
drojtped  the  other  into  the  ahw  pocket  of  his  coat.  Tie 
was  wholly  at  ease,  and  the  wind  ruffled  his  hair  and 
gave  hin>  a  boyish  h)ok  that  Shirley  liked.  But  she  liad 
no  wish  to  be  found  with  him,  and  she  instantly  nodded 
his  dismissal  and  half  turned  away  to  go  into  the  house, 
when  he  detained  her  for  a  moment. 

"I  am  perfectly  willing  to  afford  Monsieur  Chauvenct 
all  imaginable  entertainment.  We  are  bound  to  have 
many  meetings.  I  am  afraid  he  reached  this  charming 
valley  before  me;  but — as  a  rule — I  jirefer  to  be  a  little 
ahead  of  him;  it's  a  whim — the  merest  whim,  I  assure 
you." 

He  laughed,  thinking  little  of  what  he  said,  but  de- 
lighting in  the  picture  she  made,  the  tall  pillars  of  tho 
veranda  framing  her  against  the  white  wall  of  the  house, 
and  the  architrave  high  above  speaking,  so  he  thought, 
for  the  amplitude,  the  breadth  of  her  nature.   Her  green 
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cloth  gown  iifrordod  the  happiest  pcssiblc  contrast  ^vith 
the  white  background  ;  and  her  liat— (for  a  gown,  let  us 
renicmher,  may  express  the  dressmaker,  hut  a  hat  ex- 
presses the  woman  who  wears  it)— her  hat,  Armitago 
was  aware,  was  a  trille  of  hhu-k  velvet  caught  up  at  one 
side  with  snowy  plumes  well  calculated  to  shock   the 
sensibilities  of  the  Audubon  Society.    Yet  the  bird,,  if 
he  knew,  doubtless  rejoiced  in  his  fate!   Shirley's  hand, 
thrice  laid  down,  and  there  you  have  the  length  of  that 
velvet  cap,  plume  and  all.  Her  profile,  as  she  half  turned 
away,  must  awaken  regret  that  Reynolds  and  Galus- 
horough  paint  no  more ;  yet  let  us  be  practical :  Sargent, 
in  this  particular,  could  not  serve  us  ill. 

Tier  annoyance  at  finding  herself  lingering  to  listen 
to  him  was  marked  in  an  almost  imperceptil)le  gathering 
of  her  brows.  It  was  all  the  matter  of  an  instant.  His 
heart  heat  fast  in  his  joy  at  the  sight  of  her,  and  the 
tongue  that  years  of  practice  had  skilled  in  reserve  and 
evasion  was  possessed  by  a  reckless  spirit. 

She  nodded  carelessly,  but  said  nothing,  waiting  for 

him  to  go  on. 

"But  when  T  wait  for  people  they  always  come— even 
in  a  strange  p(^rgola!"  he  added  daringly.  "Now,  in 
Geneva,  not  long  age 
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He  lost  the  profile  anil  gained  lior  face  as  he  liked  it 
bcyt,  though  her  head  wa;?  lifted  a  little  high  in  resent- 
ment against  her  own  yielding  curiosity.  He  was  speak- 
ing rapidly,  and  the  sliglii  hint  of  some  other  tongue 
than  his  usually  fluent  ICnglish  arrested  her  ear  now,  as 
it  had  at  other  times, 

"In  (Jeneva,  when  T  told  a  young  lady  that  I  was 
waiting  for  a  very  wicked  man  (o  aiipear— it  was  really 
the  oddest  thing  in  the  world  that  almost  immedialely 
Monsieur  Jules  Chauvenet  arrived  at  mine  own  inn !  It 
is  inevitable;  it  is  always  sure  to  be  my  fate,"  he  con- 
cluded moumfull}'. 

He  bowed  low,  restored  the  shabby  hat  to  his  head 
with  the  least  bit  of  a  flourish  and  strolled  away  through 
the  garden  by  a  broad  walk  that  led  to  the  front  gate. 

He  would  have  been  interested  to  know  that  when  ho 
was  out  of  sight  Shirley  walked  to  the  veranda  rail  and 
bent  forward,  listening  to  his  steps  on  the  gravel,  after 
the  hedge  and  shrubbery  had  hidden  him.  And  she 
stood  thus  until  the  faint  click  of  the  gate  told  her  that 
he  had  gone. 

She  did  not  know  that  as  the  gate  closed  upon  him  ho 
met  Chauvenet  face  to  face. 


CHAPTER  XIV 


AX   ENFORCED  INTERVIEW 


En  garde,  Messieurs!  And  if  my  hand  is  hard, 
Remember  I've  been  buffeting  at  will; 
I  am  a  whit  impatient,  and  'tis  ill 

To  cross  a  hungry  dog.  Messieurs,  en  garde. 

— W.  Lindsey. 


A 


"Monsieur  Chauvenet !" 

Armitage  uncovered  smilingly.  Chauvenet  stared 
mutely  as  Armitage  paused  with  his  back  to  the  Clai- 
borne gate.  Chauvenet  was  dressed  with  his  usual  care, 
and  wore  the  latest  carnation  in  the  lapel  of  his  top-coat. 
He  struck  the  ground  with  his  stick,  his  look  of  aston- 
ishment passed,  and  he  smiled  pleasantly  as  he  returned 
Arniitage's  salutation. 

"My  dear  Armitage !"  he  murmured. 

"I  didn't  go  to  Mexico  after  all,  my  good  Chauvenet. 
The  place  is  full  of  fevers ;  I  couldn't  take  the  risk." 

"He  is  indeed  a  wise  man  who  safeguards  his  health/' 

Replied  the  other. 
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"Von  arc  quite  ri,u:lit.  An<l  whon  one  has  liad  many 
;; ,  TOW  cscapos,  ono  may  bo  oxcnscd  for  cxcrcisins,'  ratlior 
particular  tare.  Do  you  not  find  it  so?*'  mockod  Aniii- 
tagc. 

"^fy  dear  fellow,  my  life  is  one  lonir  fiixlit  nj^ainst 
ennui.  Danger,  excitement,  iho  hazard  of  my  precious 
life — such  pleasures  of  late  have  been  denied  me."' 

"But  you  are  young  and  of  intrepid  spirit,  ^lonsieur. 
It  would  be  quite  surprising  if  some  perilous  adventure 
did  not  overtake  you  before  the  silver  gets  in  your  hair." 

"Ah !  I  assure  you  the  speculation  interests  me ;  but 
I  must  trouble  you  to  let  me  pass,"  continued  Chauvc- 
net,  in  the  same  lone.  "I  shall  quite  forget  that  T  set 
out  to  make  a  call  if  I  linger  longer  in  your  charming 
society." 

"But  I  must  ask  you  to  delay  your  call  for  the  present. 
I  shall  greatly  value  your  company  down  the  road  a  little 
way.  It  is  a  trifling  favor,  and  you  arc  a  man  of  de- 
lightful courtesy." 

Chauvenet  twisted  his  mustache  reflectively.  Ilis 
mind  had  been  busy  seeking  means  of  turning  tlie  meet- 
ing to  h.is  own  advantage.  lie  liad  met  Armit-.ige  at  (piilo 
the  least  imaginable  spot  in  the  world  for  an  encounter 
between  them;  and  he  was  not  a  man   who  enjoyed 
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fjurprisos.    lie   Inid   tiikon   care   that   the  oxposiiro   of 
AniiitaKo  at  Wasliin.uton  should  l)C  telegraphed  to  every 
part  of  the  eountrv,  and  put  upon  the  cables,    lie  had 
expected  Arniitaf,'o  to  leave  Washington,  hut  he  had  no 
idea  that  he  would  turn  up  at  a  fashionable  resort 
greatly  affected  by  Wasliingtonians  and  only  a  compar- 
atively short  distance  from  the  capital,    lie  was  at  a 
great  disadvantage  in  not  knowing  Armitage's  plans 
and  strntcgv;  his  own  mind  was  curiously  cunning,  and 
his  re;b')ning  powers  traversed  oblique  lines.    He  wa.5 
thus  prono  to  impute  similar  mental  processes  to  other 
people ;  simplicity  and  directness  he  did  not  understand 
at  all.  lie  had  underrated  Armitage's  courage  and  dar- 
in"-  he  wished  to  make  no  further  mistakes,  and  he 
walked  back  toward  the  hotel  with  apparent  good  grace. 
Armitage  spoke  now  in  a  very  different  key,  and  the 
change  displeased  Chauvenet,  for  he  much  affected  iron- 
ical raillery,  and  his  companion's  sterner  tones  discon- 
certed him. 

"I  take  this  opportunity  to  give  you  a  solemn  warning, 
Jilonsicur  Jules  Chauvenet,  alias  Rambaud,  and  thereby 
render  you  a  greater  service  than  you  know.  You  have 
undertaken  a  deep  and  dangerous  game— it  is  spectacu- 
lar— it  is  picturesque — it  is  immense!   It  is  so  stupen- 
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(lous  that  the  taking  of  a  few  lives  seems  trifling  in 
ooniparison  with  the  end  to  l)e  attained.  Now  hxik  about 
you  for  a  moment,  Monsieur  Jules  Chauvenct !  In  this 
mountain  air  a  man  may  grow  very  sane  and  see  mat- 
ters very  clearly.  London,  Paris,  Berlin,  Vienna — they 
arc  a  long  way  off,  and  the  things  they  stand  for  lose 
their  splendor  when  a  man  sits  among  these  American 
mountains  and  reflects  upon  the  pettiness  and  sordid- 
ness  of  man's  common  ambitions." 
"Is  this  exordium  or  peroration,  my  dear  fellow  ?" 
"It  is  both,"  replied  'Armitage  succinctly,  and 
Chauvenet  was  sorry  he  had  spoken,  for  Armitage 
stopped  short  in  a  lonely  stretch  of  the  highway  and  con- 
tinued in  a  disagreeable,  incisive  tone: 

"I  ran  away  from  Washington  after  you  told  that 
story  at  Claiborne's  supper-table,  not  because  I  was 
afraid  of  your  accusation,  but  because  I  wanted  to 
watch  your  plans  a  little  in  security.    The  only  man 
who  could  have  helped  me  immediately  was  Senator 
Sanderson,  and  I  knew  that  ho  was  in  Montana." 
Chauvenet  smiled  with  a  return  of  assurance, 
"Of  course.   The  hour  was  chosen  well !" 
"More  wisely,  in  fact,  than  your  choice  of  that  big 
assassin  of  yours.    He's  a  clumsy  fellow,  with  more 
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brawn  than  brains.  I  had  no  troul)le  in  shaking  him  of! 
in  Boston,  whore  yon  probably  advised  him  I  should  be 
taking  the  ^lonfreal  express.*' 

Chaiivcnet  blinked.  Tliis  was  preeisely  what  he  had 
told  Zmai  to  expect.  He  shifted  from  one  foot  to  an- 
other, and  wondered  just  how  he  was  to  escape  from 
Armitage.  lie  had  gone  to  Storm  Springs  to  he  near 
Shirley  Claiborne,  and  he  deeply  resented  having  busi- 
ness thrnst  upon  him. 

"He  is  a  wise  man  who  wields  the  knife  himself, 
^lonsicur  Chauvenet.  In  tlio  taking  of  poor  Count 
von  Stroebel's  life  so  deftly  and  secretly,  you  prove  my 
philosophy.  It  was  a  eh  vor  job,  Monsieur !" 

Chauvenet's  gloved  rmgors  caught  at  his  mustache. 
"That  is  almost  insulting,  :Monsieur  Armitage.  A 
distinguished  statesman  !:>  killed— therefore  I  must  have 
murdered  I'm.  You  forget  that  there's  a  difference  be- 
tween us — you  are  an  unknown  adventurer,  carried  on 
the  books  of  the  police  as  a  fugitive  from  justice,  and 
I  can  walk  to  the  hotel  and  get  twenty  reputable  men 
to  vouch  for  mc.  I  advise  you  to  be  careful  not  to  men- 
tion my  name  in  connection  with  Count  von  Stroebel's 
death." 

He  had  begun  jauntily,  but  closed  in  heat,  and  when 
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lie  finished  Armitagc  nodded  to  signify  that  he  under- 
stood jRTfectly. 

"A  few  more  deaths  and  you  wouM  he  in  a  position 
to  command  tribute  from  a  high  quarter,  Monsieur." 

''Your  mind  seems  to  turn  upon  assassination.  If 
you  know  so  nnicli  about  Stroebel's  death,  it's  unfortu- 
nate that  you  left  Europe  at  a  time  wlien  you  might 
have  rondere<l  important  aid  in  finding  tlic  murderer. 
It's  a  bit  suspicious,  ^lonsieur  Armitage !  It  is  known 
at  the  Hotel  Monte  Rosa  in  (Jencva  that  you  were  the 
last  person  to  enjoy  an  interview  with  the  venerable 
statesman — you  see  I  am  not  dull,  ^Monsieur  Armitagc !'' 

"You  are  not  dull,  Chauvenet ;  you  are  only  short- 
sighted. The  same  witnesses  know  that  John  Armitage 
was  at  the  Hotel  ^Monte  Rosa  for  twenty-four  hours 
following  the  Count's  departure.  Meanwhile,  where  were 
you,  Jules  Chauvenet?" 

Chauvenet's  hand  again  went  to  his  face,  which 
whitened,  though  he  sought  refuge  again  in  flippant 
irony. 

"To  be  sure  I  Whore  was  T,  Monsieur?  Undoubtedly 
you  know  all  my  movements,  so  that  it  is  unnecessary 
for  me  to  have  any  opinions  in  the  matter."' 

"Quite  so!   Your  opinions  arc  not  of  great  value  to 
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me,  for  I  employed  agent.-*  to  trace  cvoiy  move  you 
made  during  the  month  in  which  Count  von  Stroebel 
was  stabbed  to  death  in  his  railway  carriage.  It  is  so 
interesting  that  I  have  committed  the  record  to  mem- 
ory.  If  the  story  would  interest  you — " 

The  hand  that  again  sought  the  slight  mustache 
trembled  slightly;  but  Chauvenet  smiled. 

"You  should  write  the  memoirs  of  your  very  interest- 
ing career,  my  dear  fellow.  I  can  not  listen  to  your  bab- 
ble longer." 

"I  do  not  intend  that  you  shall;  but  your  where- 
abouts on  Monday  night,  March  eighteenth,  of  this  year, 
may  need  explanation,  ilonsieur  Chauvenet." 

"If  it  should,  I  shall  call  upon  you,  my  dear  fellow !" 

"Save  yourself  the  trouble!  The  bureau  I  employed 
to  investigate  the  matter  could  assist  you  nmch  better. 
AU  I  could  offer  would  be  copies  of  its  very  thorough  re- 
ports. The  number  of  cups  of  coffee  your  friend  Du- 
rand  drank  for  breakfast  this  morning  at  his  lodgings 
in  Vienna  will  reach  me  in  due  course !'' 

"You  are  really  a  devil  of  a  fellow,  John  Armitage ! 
So  much  knowledge!  So  acute  an  intelhct !  You  are  too 
wise  to  throw  away  your  life  futilely." 

"You  have  been  most  generous  in  sparing  it  thus 
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far!"  laiiglii'd  Amiitajio,  nnd  Chauvcuct  look  ins^tant 
advantage  of  his  cliango  of  humor. 

"IVrliaps— perhaps — I  have  pli'dged  my  faith  in  tho 
wrong  (|iiarter,  ^lonsiour.  If  1  may  say  it,  we  an;  both 
fairly  clever  men ;  together  we  could  acliiove  much !"' 

"So  yon  would  sell  out,  would  you?"  laughed  Armi- 
tagp.  *'Yoi!  miserable  little  blackguard,  I  should  liko 
to  join  forces  with  you!  Your  knack  of  getting  the 
poison  into  the  right  cup  every  time  would  be  a  v  iluablo 
asset  I  But  we  are  not  made  for  each  other  in  this  world. 
In  the  next — who  knows?" 

"As  you  will !  I  dare  say  you  would  be  an  exacting 
partner." 

"All  of  that,  Chauvenet!  You  do  best  to  stick  to 
your  present  employer,  lie  needs  you  and  the  like  of 
you — T  don't  I  But  remember — if  there's  a  ■sudden  death 
in  Vienna,  in  a  certain  high  (juarter,  you  will  not  live 
to  reap  the  benefits,  (.'liarles  Louis  rules  Austria-Hun- 
gary; bis  cousin,  your  friend  Francis,  is  not  of  kingly 
proportions.  I  advise  you  to  cable  the  amiable  Dui'and 
of  a  dissolution  of  partnership.  It  is  now  too  late  for 
you  to  call  at  Judge  Claiborne's,  and  I  shall  trouble  you 
to  walk  on  down  the  road  for  ten  minutes.  If  you  look 
round  or  follow  me,  I  shall  certainly  turn  you  into 
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pomothin;,-  less  attrattivo  than  a  pillar  of  salt.  You  do 
well  to  consult  your  watch— forwnrd  !" 

Armitago  pointed  down  tlic  road  witli  hi?  riding-crop. 
As  C'hauvenet  walked  slowly  away,  swinging  his  stick, 
Armitagp  turned  toward  the  hotel.  The  shadow  of  night 
was  enfolding  the  hills,  and  it  was  quite  dark  when  he 
found  Oscar  and  the  horses. 

He  mounted,  and  tlicy  rode  through  the  deepening 
April  dusk,  up  the  winding  trail  that  led  out  of  Storm 
Valley. 
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Nightingales  wnrble  about  it 

All  nlKht  unilnr  blossom  nnd  star; 
The  wild  swan  is  dying  without  it, 

And  the  eagle  orieth  afar; 
The  sun,  he  doth  mount  but  to  find  it 

Searching  the  green  earth  o'er; 
But  more  doth  a  man's  heart  mind  it — 

O  more,  more,  more! 

— 0.  E.  Woodberry. 

Shirley  Claiborno  was  drosscd  for  a  rido,  ami  while 
waiting  for  her  horse  she  re-read  her  brother's  letter; 
and  the  postscript,  which  follows,  she  read  twice : 

"I  shall  never  live  down  my  acquaintance  with  the 
delectable  Arniitage.  ^ly  brother  ofTieers  insist  on  rub- 
bing it  in.  I  even  hear,  ma  ihirie,  that  you  havo  gone 
into  retreat  by  reason  of  the  exposure.  I'll  admit,  for 
your  consolation,  that  he  really  took  me  in;  and,  fur- 
ther, I  really  wonder  who  the  devil  he  is, — or  wasl 
Our  last  interview  at  the  Club,  after  Chauvenct  told 
his  story,  lingers  with  me  disagreeably.  T  was  naturally 
pretty  hot  to  find  him  playing  the  darkly  mysterious, 
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whicli  never  tliil  f:n  with  me, — after  ciilin^'  iiiv  l)iril  nntl 
drinkin;,'  my  l)<)ttlo.  As  a  prediution  I  liave  looked  tip 
C'liaiivem't  to  the  best  of  my  ahility.  At  the  Austro- 
Ilun^rarian  Ktiihassy  they  speak  well  of  him.  lie's  over 
hero  to  collect  the  price  of  a  few  oniisers  or  some  siuh 
ruhbish  from  one  of  our  lister  repuhlies  Itejow  the  fJuir. 
But  bad  luck  to  all  foreigners !  Mc  for  America  every 
time!" 
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"Dear  old  Diek !"  and  she  dropped  the  letter  into  a 
drawer  and  went  out  into  the  sunshine,  mounted  her 
horse  and  turned  to\  ard  the  hills. 

She  had  spent  the  intermediate  seasons  of  the  year  at 
Storm  Sprinjis  ever  since  she  could  remember,  and  had 
dimlied  the  surrounding  hills  and  dipped  into  the  valleys 
with  a  boy's  zest  aud  freedom.  The  Virginia  mountains 
were  linked  in  her  mind  to  the  dreams  of  her  youth,  to 
ler  earliest  hopes  and  aspirations,  and  to  the  books  she 
had  read,  and  she  galloped  happily  out  of  the  valley  U) 
the  tunc  of  an  old  ballad.  She  rode  as  a  woman  should, 
astride  her  horse  and  not  madly  clinging  to  it  in  the  pre- 
posterous ancient  fashion.  She  had  known  horses  from 
tjr  y  years,  in  which  she  had  tumbled  from  her  pony's 
back  in  the  stablo-yaiij,  and  she  knew  how  to  train  a 
horse  to  a  gait  and  how  to  master  a  beast's  fear;  and 
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cvon  some  v.f  the  tricks  of  tlio  troop.rs  in  tlio  Fort  Myor 
drill  she  luul  surreptitiously  practised  in  the  meadow 
back  of  the  Claiborne  stable. 

It  was  on  Tuesday  that  John  Armitage  liad  appeared 
before  her  in  the  pergola.  It  w;..  now  Thursday  after- 
noon, and  Cliauvenct  had  been  to  sec  her  twice  since, 
and  she  had  met  him  the  night  before  at  a  dance  at  one 
of  the  cottages. 

Judge  Claiborne  was  distinguished  for  his  acute  and 
sinewy  mind;  but  he  had,  too,  a  strong  feeling  for  art  in 
all  its  expressions,  and  it  was  hiu  gift  of  imagination, — 
the  ability  to  forecast  the  enemy's  strategy  and  then 
strike  liis  weakest  point,— that  had  made  him  a  great 
lawyer  and  diplomat.  Shiiley  had  played  chess  with  her 
father  until  she  had  learned  to  see  around  corners  as 
he  did,  and  she  liked  a  problem,  a  test  of  wit,  a  contest 
of  powers.  She  knew  how  to  wait  and  ponder  in  silence, 
and  therein  l;iy  the  joy  of  the  saddle,  when  she  could 
ride  alone  with  no  groom  to  bother  her,  and  watch  en- 
chantments unfold  on  the  hilltops. 

Once  free  of  the  settlement  she  rode  far  and  fast, 
i;ntil  she  was  quite  beyond  the  usual  routes  of  the 
Springs  excursionists;  then  in  mountain  byways  she 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  leisure  and  dismounted  now  and 
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then  to  (Ifli^lit  in  t!iu  gm-n  of  the  laurol  and  (luostion 
the  rhodothndroiis. 

Jules  Chauvenei  had  scoured  tlio  hills  all  day  and  ex- 
plored many  mountain  paths  and  incpiired  cautiously  of 
the  natives.  The  telegraph  operator  at  the  Storm 
Springs  inn  was  a  woman,  and  the  despatch  and  receipt 
hy  Jules  Chauvenet  of  long  messages,  many  of  them  in 
cipher,  pifpied  her  curiosity.  Xo  mcmher  of  the  Wash- 
ington diplomatic  circle  who  came  to  the  Springs, — not 
even  the  !:hrowd  and  secretive  Russian  Aml)assador, — re- 
ceived longer  or  more  cryptic  cahlis.  With  the  social  di- 
versions of  the  Springs  and  the  necessity  f-^r  making  a 
show  of  having  some  legitimate  husin  in  America, 
Jules  Chauvenet  was  pretty  well  occupied,  and  now  the 
presence  of  John  Armitage  in  Virginia  added  to  his 
hurdens. 

lie  was  tired  and  perplexed,  and  it  was  with  unaffected 
pleasure  that  he  rode  out  of  an  ohscuro  hill-path  into  a 
hit  of  open  wood  overhanging  a  curious  defile  and  came 
upon  Shirley  Claihornc. 

The  soil  was  soft  and  his  horse  carried  him  quite  near 
before  she  heard  him.  A  broad  sheet  of  water  ilashed 
down  the  farther  side  of  the  narrow  pass,  sending  up  a 
pretty  spurt  of  spray  wherever  it  struck  the  jutting  rock. 
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As  Sliirlpy  lunicd  loward  liiiu  lie  urgod  liis  horse  over 
the  spriii^ry  turf. 

'"A  j)ity  to  disturb  tlie  })ioture.  Miss  riail)nrnel  A 
thousand  pardons  I  But  I  really  wished  to  see  whether 
the  figure  could  eonie  out  of  the  canvas.  Now  that  I 
luive  dared  to  make  the  test,  pray  do  not  send  me  away." 

Ilcr  horse  turned  restlessly  and  brought  her  face  to 
face  with  Cli.iuvenet. 

''Steady,  Fanny  I  Don't  coino  near  her,  please — " 
this  last  to  Chauvenct,  who  had  leaped  down  and  put 
out  his  hand  to  her  horse's  bridle.  She  had  the  true 
horsewoman's  pride  in  caring  for  herself  and  her  eyes 
flashed  angrily  for  a  moment  at  Chauvenet's  proffered 
aid.  A  man  might  open  a  door  for  her  or  pick  up  her 
handkerchief,  but  to  touch  her  horse  was  an  altogether 
diffeient  business.  The  pretty,  graceful  mare  was  calm 
in  a  moment  and  arched  her  neck  contentedly  under  the 
stroke  of  Sliirley's  hand. 

"Beautiful !  The  picture  is  even  more  perfect,  Made- 
moiselle !" 

"Fanny  is  best  in  action,  and  splendid  when  she  runs 
away.  She  hasn't  r>  n  away  to-day,  but  I  think  she  is 
likely  to  before  I  get  home." 

She  was  thinking  of  the  long  ride  which  she  had  no 
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intention  of  taking  in  ChauvcnctV  company,    lie  stood 
unrovcrod  l»osi<lp  lior,  liokling  his  liorso. 

"But  the  i1'  Jgcr,  Mademoiselle !  You  should  not  haz- 
ard your  life  witli  a  runaway  horse  on  these  roads.  It  is 
not  fair  to  your  friends." 

"You  are  a  conservative,  Monsieur.  1  should  be 
ashamed  to  have  a  runaway  in  a  city  park,  but  what  docs 
one  come  to  the  country  for?" 

"What,  indeed,  ])ut  for  excitement?  You  are  not  of 
those  tame  young  women  across  tiie  sea  who  come  out 
into  the  wo^ld  from  a  convent,  frightened  at  all  they  SvLO 
and  whisper  'I'es,  Sister,"  'Xo,  Sister,'  to  everything 
they  hear." 

"Yes :  we  Americans  are  deficieut  in  shyness  and  hu- 
mility. I  have  often  heard  it  remarked,  Monsieur  Chau- 

venct." 

"No !  Xo !  Y'ou  misunderstand  !  Those  deficiencies, 
as  you  term  them,  are  delightful ;  they  arc  what  give 
the  charm  to  the  American  woman.  I  hope  you  would 
not  believe  me  capable  of  speaking  in  disparagement, 
^Mademoiselle, — you  must  know — " 

The  water  tumbled  down  the  rock  into  the  vale;  the 
poft  air  was  sweet  with  the  scent  of  pines.  An  eagle 
cruised  high  against  tlie  blue  overhead.    Shirley's  hand 
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tightincil  on  the  rein,  and  Fanny  liftod  hor  head  ex- 
pectantly. 

Chauvenct  went  nn  rapidly  in  l^'rench: 

"Yoii  must  know  why  1  am  hcn^ — wliy  I  have  crossed 
the  sea  In  si^ck  you  in  your  own  home,  1  have  loved  you, 
Mademoiselle,  from  the  moment  T  first  saw  you  in  Flor- 
ence. Tlrre,  with  only  the  mountains,  the  sky,  the  wood, 
I  must  speak.  You  must  hear — you  must  helieve,  that 
I  love  you  I  I  ofTei*  vou  my  life,  my  poor  attainments — '' 

".Monsieur,  you  do  mc  a  great  honor,  but  I  can  not 
listen.  What  you  ask  is  impossiblf^,  quite  impossihlc. 
But,  ^lonsicur — " 

Her  eyes  had  fallen  upon  a  thicket  behind  him  where 
something  liad  stirred.  She  thought  at  first  that  it  was 
an  animal  of  some  sort ;  but  she  saw  now  quite  distinctly 
a  man's  shabby  felt  hat  that  rose  slowly  until  the  bearded 
face  of  its  wearer  was  disclosed. 

"Monsieur !"  cried  Shirley  in  a  low  tone ;  'look  be- 
hind you  nd  be  careful  what  you  say  or  do.  Leave  the 
man  to  me." 

Chauvenct  turned  and  faced  a  scowling  mountaineer 
who  held  a  rifle  and  drew  it  to  liis  shoulder  as  Chauve- 
nct threw  out  his  arms,  dropped  them  to  his  thighs  and 
laughed  carelessly. 
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'•What  is  it,  my  dear  follow— my  watch— my  purse— 
my  horse?"  ho  said  in  English. 

"He  wants  none  of  those  things,"  said  Shirley,  urging 
her  horse  a  few  stops  toward  the  man.  "The  mountain 
people  are  not  robbers.  What  can  we  do  for  you?"  she 
asked  pleasantly. 

"You  cain't  do  nothin'  for  me,"  drawled  the  man.  "Go 
on  away,  Miss.  I  want  to  sec  tliis  little  fella'.  I  got  a 
little  business  with  him." 

"He  is  a  foreigner— he  knows  little  of  our  language. 
You  will  do  best  to  let  mo  stay,"  said  Shirley. 

She  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  what  the  man  wanted, 
but  she  had  known  the  mountain  folk  from  childhood 
and  well  understood  that  familiarity  with  their  ways  and 
tact  were  necessary  in  dealing  with  them. 

"Miss,  I  have  seen  you  befo',  and  I  reckon  we  ain't 
got  no  cause  for  trouble  with  you ;  but  this  little  fella' 
ain't  no  business  up  hy'oh.  Them  hotel  people  has  their 
own  places  to  ride  and  drive,  and  it's  all  right  for  you. 
Miss;  but  what's  yo'  frien'  ridin'  tin-  hills  for  at  night? 
He's  lookin'  for  some  un',  and  I  reckon  as  how  that  some 
un'  air  me !" 

He  spoke  drawlingly  with  a  lazy  good  humor  in  his 
tones,  and  Shirley's  wits  took  advantage  of  his  deliber- 
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ation  to  con?i(1or  the  situation  from  scvoral  points  of 
view.  Chaiivenct  stood  looking?  from  Sliirloy  to  the  man 
and  back  apain.  lie  was  by  no  means  a  coward,  and  he 
did  not  in  the  least  relisli  the  tliouglit  of  owing  his  safe- 
ty to  a  woman.  But  the  confidence  witli  which  Shirley 
addressed  the  man,  and  her  apparent  familiarity  with 
the  peculiarities  of  the  mountaineers  impressed  him. 
lie  spoke  to  her  rapidly  in  French. 

"Assure  the  man  that  T  never  heard  of  him  before  in 
my  life — that  the  idea  of  seeking  him  never  occurred  *o 
mc." 

The  rifle — a  repeater  of  the  newest  type — went  to  the 
man's  shoulder  in  a  flash  and  the  blue  barrel  pointed 
at  Chauvenet's  head, 

"Xonc  o'  that !  I  reckon  the  American  language  air 
good  enough  for  these  "ere  negotiations." 

Chauvenet  shrugged  his  shoulders ;  but  he  gazed  into 
the  muzzle  of  the  rifle  unflinchingly. 

"The  gentleman  was  merely  explaining  that  you  are 
mistaken;  that  he  does  not  know  you  and  never  heard 
of  you  before,  and  that  he  has  not  been  looking  for  you 
in  the  mountains  or  anywhere  else." 

As  Shirley  spoke  these  words  very  slowly  and  dis- 
tinctly she  questioned  for  the  first  time  Chauvenet 's  po- 
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Pition.  IVrhiips,  after  all,  llic  mountainocr  hat!  a  real 
cause  of  «,'ri('vancc'.  It  scoinod  wholly  unlikoly,  Itut  while 
she  listened  to  the  man's  reply  she  weighed  the  matter 
judicially.  They  were  in  an  unfrequented  part  of  the 
mountains,  which  cottagers  and  hotel  guests  rarely  ex- 
plored. The  mountaineer  was  saying: 

"Mountain  folks  air  slow,  and  we  d<in't  know  much, 
but  a  stranger  don't  ride  through  these  hills  more  than 
once  for  the  scenery;  the  second  time  he's  got  to  tell 
why;  and  the  third  time— well,  Miss,  you  kin  icll  the 
little  fella'  that  there  ain't  no  third  time." 
Chauvcnet  flushed  and  he  ejaculated  hotly : 
"I  have  never  been  here  before  in  my  life.'' 
The  man  dropped  the  rifle  into  his  arm  without  tak- 
ing his  eyes  from  Chauvcnet.    Ho  said  succinctly,  but 
still  with  his  drawl : 
**You  air  a  liar,  sell !" 

Chauvcnet  took  a  step  forward,  looked  again  into 
the  rifle  barrel,  and  stopped  short.  Fanny,  bored  by 
the  prolonged  interview,  bent  her  neck  and  nibbled 
at  a  weed. 

"This  gentleman  has  been  in  America  only  a  few 
weeks;  you  are  certainly  mistaken,  friend,"  said  Shir- 
ley boldly.  Then  the  color  flashed  into  her  face,  as  an 
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oxpliinaiion  of  tlio  nionntainocrV  intr-nst  in  a  ^tningc-r 
TuVm<r  ilic  hills  orciirrcd  to  her. 

"My  fricn.],"  si),,  said,  "I  j,in  Miss  flaihonic.  Y„u 
may  know  my  fatlior's  liouso  down  in  tho  valloy.  Wc- 
have  boon  cojiiinir  lioro  as  far  hack  as  I  can  rcnu-nihor." 

The  niouutainoor  listened  to  her  -ravcly,  and  at  her 
Inst  words  lie  nneonseiously  nodded  his  head.  Shirlev, 
6cein<,'  that  he  was  interested,  seized  her  advanta;,'e. 

"I  liavo  no  reason  for  misleading  you.  This  <ronf  leman 
is  not  a  revenue  man.  lie  probably  never  heard  of  a— 
still,  do  you  eall  it?— in  his  life—"  and  she  smiled  upon 
him  sweetly.  "Rut  if  vou  will  let  him  -„  I  promise  to 
satisfy  you  entirely  in  the  matter." 

Chauvenet  started  to  speak,  but  Shirley  arrested  liim 
with  a  gesture,  and  spoke  again  to  the  mountaineer  in 
her  most  engaging  tone : 

"Wc  are  both  mountaineers,  you  and  I,  and  wo  don't 
want  any  of  our  people  to  be  carried  off  to  jail.  Isn't 
that  so?  Xow  let  tliis  gentleman  ride  away,  and  I  shall 
stay  lierc  until  I  have  quite  assured  you  that  you  arc 
mistaken  about  liim." 

She  signaled  Chauvenet  to  mount,  holding  the  mysti- 
fied and  reluctant  mountaineer  with  her  eyes.  Her  heart 
was  thumping  fast  and  her  hand  shook  a  little  as  she 
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tiglitonrd  licr  jrrasp  on  tlio  roin.  Sho  ndtlros^cd 
Clianvonct  in  English  ns  a  mark  of  good  faith  lo 
thoir  captor. 

"Ride  on,  >ron>irur;  do  not  wait  for  mo.'"' 

"Rut  it  is  growing  dark — 1  can  not  U>avo  you  ah)np, 
^fadpnioisoRo.  Yon  luivc  rondiTod  inc  :i  groat  service, 
whon  it  is  I  wlio  shouM  liavo  extricated  you — " 

"Pray  do  not  mention  it !  It  is  a  mere  chance  that  T 
am  ahle  to  help.  T  shall  1)c  perfectly  safe  with  this  gen- 
tleman." 

The  mountaineer  took  off  his  hat. 

"Thank  ye,  ^liss/'  he  said;  and  then  to  Cliauvenct: 
"Get  out !" 

"Don't  trouble  ahout  me  in  the  least,  ifonsicur  Chau- 
venct,"  and  Rliirloy  alTirmed  the  last  word  with  a  nod  as 
Chauvenct  jumped  into  his  saddle  and  rode  off.  When 
the  swift  gallop  of  his  horse  had  carried  him  out  of 
sight  and  sound  down  the  road,  Shirley  faced  the 
mountaineer. 

"What  is  your  name?" 

"Tom  Scl fridge." 

"Wliom  did  you  take  that  man  to  he,  Mr.  Self  ridge?" 
asked  Shirley,  and  in  her  eagerness  she  bent  down  above 
the  mountaineer's  bared  tangle  of  tow. 
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"The  name  you  cnllc.l  liini  i\\ni  it.    UV  ii  Muo<t  nnmo 
I  never  hccrd  ttll  on  l.i-fo'— it's— it's  like  tlio  a'my— " 
"Is  it  Arniita;,'!'?"  n-ko<l  Shirley  ([uiikly. 
"That's  it,  Mi>sl  The  i>oslinast<T  owr  at  Lamar  tohl 
mo  to  look  out  for  'iin.    IL's  niovcl  up  liy'ili,  and  it 
ain't  for  no  pood.    Tlie  word's  nut  that  a  tity  nuin's 
lookin'  for  ^omvlhiiKj  or  ^oiwbodif  in  those  hills.    And 
the  man's  stayin' — " 
"Where?" 

"At  the  huntin'  duh  where  folks  don't  jr<>  no  more.  I 
ain't  seen  liim,  hut  th'  word's  passed,  llr's  a  city  man 
and  astran-er,  and  -ot  a  little  felhi'  that's  l.eon  a  soldier 
into  th'  aruiy  Mayin'  with  'im.  I  thought  yo'  furriner 
was  liim,  "Miss,  honest  to  Cod  1  did." 

The  incident  amused  Shirley  and  she  laughed  aloud. 
She  had  undouhtedly  gained  information  tnat  Chauvcnct 
had  gone  forth  to  seek;  she  had— and  the  thing  was 
funny— served  Chauvenet  well  in  explaining  away  his 
presence  in  the  mountains  and  getting  his'^  out  of  the 
clutch.es  of  the  mountaineer,  while  at  the  same  time  she 
was  learniug  for  herself  the  fact  of  Armitage's  wherc- 
al^outs  and  keeping  ii  from  Chauvenet.  It  was  a  curious 
adventure,  and  she  gave  her  hand  smilingly  to  the  mysti- 
fied and  still  douhting  mountaineer. 
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Sir, 


"I  givo  you  my  word  of  honor  that  luitlicr  man  is  a 
govornmcnt  nlliccr  atnl  iirilhir  one  has  the  >lightost  in- 
tcTt'st  in  you — will  you  hclirvc  me?" 

"I  nrkon  r  gott.i,  Ali.--." 

"Good;  and  now,  Mr.  Solfridgo,  it  is  growing  dark 
and  I  want  yoi:  to  walk  down  this  trail  with  mo  until 
we  come  to  the  Storm  Springs  road." 

"I'll  do  it  gladly,  Miss." 

"Thank  you  ;  now  ht  us  ho  off." 

Sho  matic  him  turn  hack  when  thoy  rcafhod  a  point 
from  which  thoy  could  look  upon  the  cloctric  lights  of 
the  Springs  colony,  and  whore  the  hig  hotel  and  its 
piazzas  shone  like  a  steamship  at  night.  A  moment  later 
Chauvenot,  who  ha<l  waited  impatiently,  Joined  her,  and 
they  rode  down  together.  She  referred  at  once  to  the 
affair  with  the  mountaineer  in  her  most  frivolous  key. 

"Thoy  are  an  odd  and  su  .ious  people,  hut  they're 
as  loynl  as  the  stars.  And  please  lot  us  never  mention 
the  matter  again — not  to  any  one,  if  you  please.  Mon- 
sieur 1" 
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The  black-caps  pipe  among  the  reeds, 

And  there'll  be  rain  to  follow; 
There  is  a  murmur  as  of  wind 

In  every  coign  and  hollow; 
The  wrens  do  chatter  of  their  fears 
While  swinging  on  the  barley-ears. 

—Amilie  Eivea. 

The  Judge  and  Mrs.  Claiborne  were  dining  with  some 
old  friends  in  the  valley,  and  Shirley,  left  alone,  carried 
to  the  table  several  letters  that  had  come  in  the  late  mail. 
The  events  of  the  afternoon  filled  her  mind,  and  she  was 
not  sorry  to  be  alone.  It  occurred  to  her  that  she  was 
building  up  a  formidable  tower  of  strange  secrets,  and 
she  wondered  whetlicr,  having  begun  by  keeping  her  own 
counsel  as  to  tbe  attempts  slie  had  witnessed  against 
John  Armitage'b  life,  she  ouglit  now  to  unfold  all  she 
knew  to  her  father  or  to  Dick.  In  the  twentieth  century 
liomicide  was  not  a  common  practice  among  men  she 
knew  or  was  likely  to  know;  and  the  feeling  of  culpa- 
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bility  for  her  silence  cros^^ed  hiKv^  with  a  deepening 
sympathy  for  Ariiiitngc.  She  had  IcarnctT  where  he  was 
hiding,  and  she  smiled  at  the  recollection  of  the  trifling 
bit  of  strategy  slio  had  practised  upon  Chauvenet. 

The  maid  who  served  Shirley  noted  with  surprise  the 
long  pauses  in  which  her  young  mistress  sat  staring 
across  the  table  lost  in  reverie.    A  pretty  picture  was 
Shirley  in  these  intervals :  one  hand  raised  to  her  cheek, 
bright  from  the  sting  of  the  spring  wind  in  the  hills. 
Her  forearm,  white  and  firm  and  strong,  was  circled  by 
a  band  of  Roman  gold,  the  only  ornament  she  wore,  and 
when  she  lifted  her  hand  with  its  quick  deft  gesture,  the 
trinket  flashed  away  from  her  wrist  and  clasped  the 
warm  flesh  as  though  in  joy  of  the  closer  intimacy.  Her 
hair  was  swept  up  high  from  her  brow;  her  nose, 
straight,  like  her  father's,  was  saved  from  arrogance  by 
a  sensitive  mouth,  all  doquent  of  kindness  and  whole- 
some mirth— but  wc  take  unfair  advantage !  A  girl  din- 
ing in  candle-light  with  only  her  dreams  for  company 
should  be  safe  from  impertinent  eyes. 

She  had  kept  Dick's  letter  till  the  last.  He  wrote  often 
and  in  the  key  of  his  talk.  She  dropped  a  lump  of  sugar 
into  her  coffee-cup  and  r(-ad  his  hurried  scrawl: 
"What  do  you  think  has  happened  now?  I  have  four- 
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toen  dollars'  worth  of  tolograms  from  Sanderson — wiring 
from  some  God-forsaken  hole  in  Montana,  that  it's  all 
rot  ahout  Arniitage  being  that  fake  Baron  von  Kissel. 
The  newspaper  accounts  of  the  expose  at  my  supper 
party  had  just  reached  him,  and  he  says  Armitage  was 
on  his  (Armitage's)  ranch  all  that  summer  the  noble 
baron  was  deva^tating  our  northern  sea-const.  Where, 
may  I  ask,  does  this  leave  me?  And  what  cad  gave  that 
story  to  the  papers?  And  where  and  who  is  John  Ar- 
mitage? Keep  this  mum  for  the  present — even  from  the 
governor.  If  Sanderson  is  right,  Armitage  will  undoubt- 
edly turn  up  again — he  has  a  weakness  for  turning  up  in 
your  neighborhood ! — and  sooner  or  later  he's  bound  to 
settle  accounts  with  Chauvenet.  Xow  that  I  think  of  it, 
who  in  the  devil  is  he!  And  why  didn't  Armitage  call 
him  down  there  at  the  club?  As  I  think  over  the  whole 
business  my  mind  grows  addled,  and  I  feel  as  though  I 
had  been  kicked  by  a  horse." 

Shirley  laughed  softly,  keeping  the  note  open  before 
her  and  referring  to  it  musingly  as  she  stirred  her  coffee. 
She  could  not  answer  any  of  Dick's  questions,  but  her 
interest  in  the  contest  between  Armitage  and  Chauvenet 
was  intensified  by  this  latest  turn  in  the  affair.  She  read 
for  an  hour  in  the  library,  but  the  air  was  close,  and  she 
threw  aside  her  book,  drew  on  a  light  coat  and  went  out 
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upon  the  veranda.  A  storm  was  stealing  down  from  the 
liills,  and  the  fitful  wind  t!i>ted  of  rain.   She  walked  the 
length  of  the  veranda  several  times,  then  paused  at  the 
farther  end  of  it,  where  stops  led  out  into  the  pergola. 
There  was  still  a  mist  of  starlight,  and  she  looked  out 
upon  the  vagxie  outlines  of  the  garden  with  thoughts  of 
its  needs  and  the  gardener's  work  for  the  morrow.  Then 
she  was  aware  of  a  light  step  far  out  in  the  pergola,  and 
listened  carelessly  to  mark  it,  thinking  it  one  of  the 
house  servants  returning  from  a  neighhor's;  but  the 
sound  was  furtive,  and  as  she  waited  it  ceased  abruptly. 
She  was  about  to  turn  into  the  house  to  summon  help 
when  she  heard  a  stir  in  the  shrubbery  in  qv'te  another 
part  of  the  garden,  and  in  a  moment  the  stooping  figure 
of  a  man  moved  swiftly  toward  the  pergola. 

Shirley  stood  quite  still,  watching  and  listening.  The 
sound  of  steps  in  the  pergola  reached  her  again,  then  the 
rush  of  flight,  and  out  in  the  garden  a  flying  figure 
darted  in  and  out  among  the  walks.  For  several  minutes 
two  dark  figures  played  at  vigorous  hide-and-seek.  Oc- 
casionally gravel  crunched  underfoot  and  shrubbery 
snapped  back  with  a  sharp  swish  where  it  was  caught 
and  held  for  support  at  corners.  Pursued  and  pursuer 
were  alike  silent ;  the  scene  was  like  a  pantomime. 
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Tlion  the  tablos  seemed  to  be  turned ;  the  bulkier  fig- 
ure of  the  pursuei  ..as  now  in  flight;  and  Shirley  lost 
both  for  a  moment,  but  iinmediately  a  dark  form  rose  at 
the  wall;  she  hoard  the  scratch  of  feet  upon  the  brick 
surface  as  a  man  gained  the  top,  turned  and  lifted  his 
arm  as  though  aiming  a  weapon. 

Then  a  dark  ol)ject,  hurled  through  the  air,  struck  him 
squarely  in  the  face  and  he  tumbled  over  the  wall,  and 
Shirley  heard  him  crash  through  the  hedge  of  the  neigh- 
boring estate,  then  all  was  quiet  again. 

The  game  of  hide-and-seek  in  the  garden  and  the 
scramble  over  the  wall  had  consumed  only  two  or  three 
minutes,  and  Shirley  now  waited,  her  eyes  bent  upon  the 
darkly-outlined  pergola  for  some  manifestation  from  the 
remaining  intruder.  A  man  now  walked  rapidly  toward 
the  veranda,  carrying  a  cloak  on  his  arm.  She  recog- 
nized Armitage  instantly.  He  doflfed  his  hat  and  bowed. 
The  lights  of  the  house  lamps  shone  full  upon  him,  and 
she  saw  that  he  was  laughing  a  little  breathlessly, 

"This  is  really  fortunate,  INIiss  Claiborne.  I  owe  your 
house  an  apolog}',  and  if  you  will  grant  me  audience  I 
will  offer  it  to  you." 

He  threw  the  cloak  over  his  shoulder  and  fanned  him- 
self with  his  hat. 
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**You  arc  a  most  informal  person,  Mr.  Armitago," 
said  Shirley  coldly. 

"I'm  afraid  I  am !  The  most  amazing  ill  luck  follows 
me !  I  had  dropped  in  to  enjoy  the  quiet  and  charm  of 
your  garden,  but  the  tranquil  life  is  not  for  me.  There 
was  another  gentleman,  equally  bent  on  enjoying  the 
pergola.  We  engaged  in  a  pretty  running  match,  and  be- 
cause I  was  fleeter  of  foot  he  grew  ugly  and  tried  to  put 
rac  out  of  commission." 

He  was  still  laughing,  but  Shirley  felt  that  he  was 
again  trying  to  make  light  of  a  serious  situation,  and  a 
further  tie  of  secrecy  with  Armitage  was  not  to  her  lik- 
ing. As  he  walked  boldly  to  the  veranda  steps,  she 
stepped  back  from  him. 

"No !  No !  This  is  impossible — it  will  not  do  at  all, 
Mr.  Armitage.  It  is  not  kind  of  you  to  come  here  in  this 
strange  fashion." 

"In  this  way  forsooth  !  How  could  I  send  in  my  card 
when  I  was  being  chased  all  over  the  estate !  I  didn't 
mean  to  apologize  for  coming"— and  he  laughed  again, 
with  a  sincere  mirth  that  shook  her  resolution  to  deal 
harshly  with  him.  "But,"  he  went  on,  "it  was  the  flower- 
pot !  He  was  mad  because  I  beat  him  in  the  foot-race 
and  wanted  to  shoot  me  from  the  wall,  and  I  tossed  him 
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a  potted  goraniuin — geraniums  are  splendid  for  the  pur- 
pose— and  it  oauglit  him  square  in  the  head.  I  have  the 
knack  of  it !  Once  hefore  I  handed  him  a  hoiling-pot !" 

"It  must  have  hurt  him,"  said  Shirley;  and  he  laughed 
at  her  tone  tliat  was  meant  to  he  severe. 

"I  certainly  hope  so;  I  most  devoutly  hope  he  felt  it! 
lie  was  moot  tenderly  solicitous  for  my  health;  and  if 
he  had  really  shot  me  fliere  in  the  garden  it  would  have 
had  an  ugly  look.  Armitage,  the  false  baron,  would  have 
been  identified  as  a  daring  burglar,  shot  while  trying  to 
burglarize  the  Claiborne  mansion !  But  I  wouldn't  take 
the  Claiborne  plate  for  anything,  I  assure  you !" 

"I  suppose  you  didn't  think  of  us — all  of  us,  and  the 
unpleasant  consequences  to  my  father  and  brother  if 
something  disagreeable  happened  here !'' 

There  was  real  anxiety  in  her  tone,  and  he  saw  that  he 
was  going  too  far  with  his  light  treatment  of  the  affair. 
His  tone  changed  instantly. 

"Please  forgive  me !  I  would  not  cause  embarrassment 
or  annoyance  to  any  member  of  your  family  for  king- 
doms. I  didn't  know  I  was  being  followed — I  had  come 
here  to  see  you.  That  is  the  truth  of  it." 

"You  mustn't  try  to  see  me !  You  mustn't  come  here 
at  all  unless  you  come  with  the  knowledge  of  my  father. 
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And  the  very  fact  that  your  life  is  sought  so  persistently 
—at  most  unusual  times  and  in  impossible  places,  leaves 
very  much  to  explain." 

"I  know  that !  I  realize  aM  that !" 

"Then  you  must  not  come!  You  must  leave  in- 
stantly." 

She  walked  away  toward  the  front  door ;  hut  he  fol- 
lowed, and  at  the  door  she  turned  to  him  again.  They 
were  in  the  full  glare  of  the  door  lamps,  and  she  saw  that 
liis  face  was  very  earnest,  and  ns  he  began  to  speak  he 
flinched  and  shifted  the  cloak  awkwardly. 

'*You  have  been  hurt— why  did  you  not  tell  me  that?" 

"It  is  nothing— the  fellow  had  a  knife,  and  he— but 
it's  only  a  trifle  in  the  shoulder.  I  must  be  off !" 

The  lightning  had  several  times  leaped  sharply 
out  of  the  hills;  the  wind  was  threshing  the  garden 
foliage,  and  now  the  rain  roared  on  the  tin  roof  of  the 
veranda. 

As  he  spoke  a  carriage  rolled  into  the  grounds  and 
came  rapidly  toward  the  porte-cochere. 

"I'm  off — please  believe  in  mc — a  little." 

"Yoy  must  not  go  if  you  are  hurt— and  you  can't  run 
away  now— my  father  and  mother  arc  at  the  door." 
There  was  an  instant's  respite  while  the  carriage  drew 
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up  to  the  veranda  stcp^s.  She  heard  the  stable-boy  run- 
ning out  to  help  with  the  horses. 

"You  can't  go  now ;  come  in  and  wait." 

There  was  no  time  for  debate.  She  flung  open  the  door 
and  swept  liim  past  her  with  a  gesture — through  the  li- 
brary and  beyond,  into  a  smaller  room  used  by  Judge 
Claiborne  as  an  oilicc.  Armitage  sank  down  on  a  leather 
couch  as  Shirley  flung  the  i^ortiores  together  with  a 
sharp  rattle  of  the  rod  rings. 

She  walked  toward  the  hall  door  as  her  father  and 
mother  entered  from  the  veranda. 

"Ah,  Jliss  Claiborne !  Your  father  and  mother  picked 
me  up  and  brought  me  in  out  of  the  rain.  Your  Storm 
Valley  is  giving  us  a  taste  of  its  powers." 

And  Shirley  went  forward  to  greet  Baron  von  Marhof. 
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Oh,  sweetly  fall  the  April  (l:\ys! 

My  love  was  made  of  frost  and  light, 
Of  light  to  warm  and  frost  to  blight 

The  sweet,  strange  April  of  her  ways. 

Eyes  like  a  dream  of  changing  skies, 

And  every  frown  and  blush  I  prize. 
With  cloud  and  flush  the  spring  comes  in, 
With  frown  and  blush  maids'  loves  begin; 

Tor  love  is  rare  like  April  days. 

— L.  Frank  Tooker. 

Mrs.  Claiborne  excused  herself  shortly,  and  Shirley, 
hor  father  and  the  AmbaFsador  talked  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  the  shower  that  drove  in  great  sheets  against 
the  house.  Shirley  was  wholly  uncomfortable  over  the 
turn  of  affairs.  The  Ambassador  would  not  leave  until 
the  storm  abated,  and  meanwhile  Armitage  must  remain 
where  he  was.  If  by  any  chance  he  should  be  discovered 
in  the  house  no  ordinary  excuses  would  explain  away  his 
presence,  and  as  she  pondered  the  matter,  it  was  Armi- 
tage's  plight— his  injuries  and  the  clangers  that  beset 
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him — that  was  upporniost  in  lior  mind.  The  embarrass- 
ment that  lay  in  the  affair  for  licrsolf  if  Armitage  should 
be  found  conc'>alc(l  in  the  liouse  troubled  her  little.  Iler 
heart  beat  wildly  as  she  realized  this;  and  the  look  in 
his  eyes  and  the  quick  pain  that  twitched  his  face  at  the 
door  haunted  her. 

The  two  men  were  talking  of  the  new  order  of  things 
in  Vienna. 

"The  trouble  is,"  said  the  xVmbassador,  "that  Austria- 
Hungary  is  not  a  nation,  but  what  ^letternich  called 
Italy — a  geographical  expression.  WTiere  there  arc  so 
many  loose  ends  a  strong  grasp  is  necessary  to  hold  them 
together." 

"And  a  weak  hand,"  suggested  Judge  Claiborne, 
'•'might  easily  lose  or  scatter  them." 

"Precisely.  And  a  man  of  character  and  spirit  could 
topple  down  the  card-house  to-morrow,  pick  out  what  he 
liked,  and  create  for  himself  a  new  edifice — and  a 
stronger  one.  I  speak  frankly.  Yon  Stroebel  is  out  of 
the  rt'ay;  the  new  Emperor-king  is  a  weakling,  and  if 
he  should  die  to-night  or  to-morrow — " 

The  Ambassador  lifted  his  hands  and  snapped  his  fin- 
gers, 

"Yes;  after  him,  what?" 
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"After  him  liis  scouiulrelly  cousin  Franoirt;  and  then 
a  stronger  than  Von  Stroohel  might  easily  fail  to  hold 
the  (ILyccta  membra  of  the  Empire  together." 

**But  tliere  arc  sliadows  on  tht-  sireen,"  remarked 
Judge  Claihorne.  "There  was  Karl— the  mad  prince.*' 

"Humph !  There  was  some  red  hluod  in  him ;  hut  he 
was  impossihle;  ho  had  a  taint  of  democracy,  treason, 
rehcllion." 

Judge  Claihorne  laughed. 

"I  don't  like  the  e()n\hination  of  terms.  If  treason  and 
rebellion  are  synonyms  of  democracy,  we  Americans  arc 
in  danger." 

"Xo ;  you  are  a  miracle — that  is  the  only  explanation," 
replied  Marhof. 

"But  a  man  like  Karl— what  if  he  wire  to  reappear  in 
the  world !  A  little  democracy  might  solve  your  prob- 
lem." 

"No,  thank  God !  he  is  out  of  the  way.  lie  was  sane 
enough  to  take  himself  off  and  die." 

"But  his  ghost  walks.    Not  a  year  ago  we  heard  of 

him;  and  he  had  a  son  who  chose  his  father's  exile. 

Wliat  if  Charles  Louis,  who  is  without  heirs,  should  die 

and  Karl  or  his  son — " 

"In  the  providence  of  God  they  are  dead.  Impostors 
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gain  a  little  brief  notoriety  by  pretending  to  bo  tho  lost 
Karl  or  his  son  Frederick  Augustus;  but  Von  Stroobcl 
satisfiod  himself  that  Karl  was  dead.  I  am  quite  sure  of 
it.  You  know  dear  Stroebel  had  a  genius  for  gaining  in- 
formation." 

"I  have  heard  as  mucli,"  and  Shirley  and  the  Baron 
smiled  at  Judge  Claiborne's  tone. 

The  storm  was  diminisliing  and  Sliirley  grew  more 
tranquil.  Soon  the  Ambassador  would  leave  and  she 
would  send  Armitage  away ;  but  the  mention  of  Strco- 
bel's  name  rang  oddly  in  her  ears,  and  the  curious  way 
in  which  Armitage  and  Chauvenct  had  come  into  her 
life  awoke  new  and  anxious  questions. 

"Count  von  Stroebel  was  not  a  democrat,  at  any  rate," 
she  said.  "He  believed  in  the  divine  right  and  all  that." 

"So  do  I,  Miss  Claiborne.  It's  all  we've  got  to  stand 
on!" 

"But  suppose  a  democratic  prince  were  to  fall  heir  to 
one  of  the  European  thrones,  insist  on  giving  his  crown 
to  the  poor  and  taking  his  oath  in  a  frock  coat,  upsetting 
the  old  order  entirely — " 

"He  would  l)e  a  fool,  and  the  people  would  drag  him 
to  the  block  in  a  week,"  declared  the  Baron  vigorously. 

They  pursued  the  subject  in  lighter  vein  a  few  min- 
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uto8  longer,  tlion  tlio  llaron  msf.  .Tutlf,'o  Claiborne  sum- 
moned tho  waiting  carriag"'  from  tlio  stiiblc,  and  thu 
Raron  di-ovc  home. 

"I  ouglit  to  work  for  an  hour  on  that  Danish  claims 
mailer,"  romarkeil  tho  Judge,  ghincing  loward  his  cur- 
tained den. 

"Yo\i  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind  !  Night  work  is  i  t 
pern  lilted  in  the  valley.*' 

"Thank  you !  1  hoped  you  would  say  that,  Shirley.   I 
hclicvc  I  am  tired;  and  now  if  you  will  find  a  maga/in. 
for  me,  I'll  go  to  bed.    Ring  for  Thomas  to  close  the 
house." 

"I  h-ve  a  few  notes  {-  write;  they'll  take  only  a  min 
ute,  and  I'll  write  them  here." 

She  heard  her  father's  door  close,  listened  to  he  quite 
sure  that  the  house  was  quiet,  and  threw  back  the  cur- 
tains, Armitage  stepped  out  into  the  library. 

"You  must  go — you  must  go!"  she  whispered  with 
deep  tensity. 

"Yes ;  I  must  go.  You  have  been  kind — you  are  most 
generous — " 

But  she  went  before  him  to  the  hall,  waited,  listened, 
for  one  instant;  then  threw  open  tho  outer  door  and 
bade  him  go.  Tho  rain  dripped  heavily  from  the  caves, 
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and  the  cool  breath  of  the  freshened  air  was  sweet  and 
stimulating.  She  was  immensely  relieved  to  have  him 
out  of  the  house,  but  he  lingered  on  the  veranda,  staring 
helplessly  about. 

"I  shall  go  home,"  ho  said,  but  so  unsteadily  that  she 
looked  at  him  quickly.  He  carried  the  cloak  Hung  over 
his  shoulder  and  in  readjusting  it  dropped  it  to  the 
floor,  and  she  saw  in  the  light  of  the  door  lamps  that  his 
arm  hung  limp  at  his  side  and  the  gray  cloth  of  his 
sleeve  was  heavy  and  dark  with  blood.  With  a  quick  ges- 
ture she  stooped  and  picked  up  the  cloak. 

"Come !  Come !  This  is  all  very  dreadful— you  must 
go  to  a  physician  at  once." 

"My  man  and  horse  are  waiting  for  me ;  the  injury  is 
nothing."  But  she  threw  the  cloak  over  his  shoulders 
and  Ipd  the  way,  across  the  veranda,  and  out  upon  the 

walk. 

"I  do  not  need  the  doctor — not  now.    My  man  will 

care  for  me." 

He  started  through  the  dark  toward  the  outer  wall,  as 
though  confused,  and  she  went  before  him  toward  the 
side  entrance.  He  was  aware  of  her  (piick  light  step,  of 
the  soft  rustic  of  her  skirts,  of  a  wish  to  send  her  back, 
which  his  tongue  could  not  voice;  but  he  knew  that  it 
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was  sweet  to  follow  hor  leading.  At  the  gate  he  took  his 
bearings  with  a  new  assurance  and  strength. 

"It  seems  that  I  always  appear  to  you  in  some  raiser- 
able  fashion — it  is  preposterous  for  me  to  ask  forgive- 
ness. To  thank  you — " 

"Please  say  nothing  at  all — ^but  go!  Your  enemies 
must  not  find  you  here  again — you  must  leave  the  val- 
ley!" 

"I  have  a  work  to  do !  But  it  must  not  touch  your  life. 
Your  happiness  is  too  much,  too  sweet  to  me." 

"You  must  leave  the  bungalow — I  found  out  to-day 
where  you  are  staying.  There  is  a  new  danger  there — the 
mountain  people  think  you  are  a  revenue  officer.  I  told 
one  of  them — '* 
"Yes?" 

" — that  you  are  not!    That  is  enough.    Now  hurry 
away.  You  must  find  your  horse  and  go." 
He  bent  and  kissed  her  hand. 

''You  trust  me ;  that  is  the  dearest  thing  in  tha  world." 
His  voice  faltered  and  broke  in  a  sob,  for  he  was  worn 
and  weak,  and  the  mystery  of  the  night  and  the  dark 
silent  garden  wove  a  spell  upon  him  and  his  heart 
leaped  at  the  touch  of  his  lips  upon  her  fingers.  Their 
figures  were  ouly  blurs  in  the  dark,  and  their  low  tones 
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(liod  instantly,  muffled  by  the  night.  She  opened  the 
gate  as  he  began  to  promise  not  to  appear  before  her 
again  in  any  way  to  bring  her  trouble;  but  her  low 
>vhisper  arrested  him. 

"Do  not  let  them  hurt  you  again—"  she  said ;  and  he 
felt  her  hand  seek  his,  felt  its  cool  furtive  pressure  for  a 
moment;  and  then  .-he  was  gone.  lie  heard  the  nousc 
door  close  a  moment  later,  and  gazing  across  the  garden, 
saw  the  lights  on  the  veranda  flash  out. 

Then  with  a  smile  on  his  face  he  strode  away  to  find 
Oscar  and  the  horses. 
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AN  EXCUANGE  OP  MESSAGES 

When  youth  was  lord  of  my  unchallenged  fate, 
And  time  seemed  but  the  vassal  of  my  will, 

I  entertained  certain  guests  of  state — 
The  great  of  older  days,  who,  faithful  still. 

Have  kept  with  me  the  pact  my  youth  had  made. 

— S.  Weir  MitchelL 

'nyho  am  I?"  asked  John  Armitagc  soberly. 

He  tossed  the  stick  of  a  mateh  into  the  fireplace,  where 
a  p*ne-knot  smoldered,  drew  his  pipe  into  a  glow  and 
watched  Oscar  screw  the  top  on  a  box  of  ointment  which 
he  had  applied  to  Armitage's  arm.  The  little  soldier 
turned  and  stood  sharply  at  attention. 

*Tou  are  IMr.  John  Armitage,  sir.  A  man's  name  is 
what  ho  says  it  is.  It  is  the  rule  of  the  country." 

"Thank  you,  Oscar.  Your  words  reassure  me.  There 
have  been  times  lately  when  I  have  been  in  doubt  my- 
self. You  are  a  pretty  good  doctor.*' 

"First  aid  to  the  injured ;  I  learned  the  trick  from  a 
hospital  steward.  If  you  are  not  poisoned,  and  do  not 
die,  you  will  recover — yes  ?" 
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"Thank  you,  Sergeant.  You  arc  a  consoling  spirit; 
but  I  assure  you  on  my  honor  as  a  gentleman  that  if  I 
die  I  shall  certainly  haunt  you.  This  is  the  fourth  day. 
To-morrow  I  shall  throw  away  the  bandage  and  be  quite 
ready  for  more  trouble." 

"It  would  be  better  on  the  fifth—" 

"The  matter  is  settled.  You  will  now  go  for  the  mail ; 
and  do  take  care  that  no  one  pots  you  on  the  way.  Your 
death  would  be  a  positive  loss  to  me,  Oscar.  And  if  any 
one  asks  how  Jly  Majesty  is— mark,  :My  Majesty— pray 
say  that  I  am  quite  well  and  equal  to  ruling  over  many 
kingdoms." 

"Yes,  sire." 

And  Armitage  roared  with  laughter,  as  the  little  man, 
pausing  as  he  buckled  a  cartridge  belt  imdcr  his  coat, 
bowed  with  a  fine  mockery  of  reverence. 

"If  a  man  were  king  he  could  have  a  devilish  fine  time 
of  it,  Oscar." 

"He  could  review  many  troops  and  they  would  fire 
salutes  until  the  powder  cost  much  money." 

"You  are  mighty  right,  as  we  say  in  Montana ;  and 
I'll  tell  you  quite  confidentially,  Sergeant,  that  if  I  were 
out  of  work  and  money  and  needed  a  job  the  thought  of 
being  king  might  tempt  me.   These  gentlemen  who  arc 
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trying  to  stick  knives  into  mo  think  highly  of  my 
clianccs.  Tliey  may  force  me  into  the  business — "  and 
Armitage  rose  and  kicked  the  flaring  knot. 

Oscar  drew  on  his  gauntlet  with  a  jerk. 

"Thoy  killed  the  great  prime  minister — yes  ?" 

"They  undoubtedly  did,  Oscar." 

"He  was  a  good  man — he  was  a  very  great  man,"  said 
Oscar  slowly,  and  went  quickly  out  and  closed  the  door 
softly  after  him. 

The  life  oi  the  two  men  in  the  bungalow  was  estab- 
lished in  a  definite  routine.  Oscar  was  drilled  in  habits 
of  observation  and  attention  and  he  realized  without  be- 
ing told  that  some  serious  business  was  afoot;  he  knew 
that  Armitage's  life  had  been  attempted,  and  that  the 
receipt  and  despatch  of  telegrams  was  a  part  of  whatever 
errand  had  brought  his  master  to  the  Virginia  hills. 
His  occupations  were  wholly  to  his  liking;  there  was 
simple  food  to  eat ;  there  were  horses  to  tend ;  and  his 
errands  abroad  were  of  the  nature  of  scouting  and  in 
keeping  with  one's  dignity  who  had  been  a  soldier.  He 
rose  often  at  night  to  look  abroad,  and  sometimes  he 
foimd  Armitage  walking  the  veranda  or  returning  from 
a  tramp  through  the  wood.  Armitage  spent  much  time 
studying  papers ;  and  once,  the  day  after  Armitage  sub- 
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mitted  his  wounded  arm  to  Oscar's  care,  he  had  seemed 
upon  the  verge  of  a  confulcncc. 

"To  save  life;  to  prevent  disaster;  to  do  a  little  good 
in  the  world— to  do  something  for  Austria— such  things 
are  to  the  soul's  credit,  Oscar,"  and  then  Armitagc's 
mood  changed  and  he  had  begun  chaffing  in  a  fafihion 
that  was  beyond  Oscar's  comprehension. 

The  little  soldier  rode  over  the  hills  to  Lamar  Sta- 
tion in  the  waning  f^pring  twilight,  asked  at  the  tele- 
graph office  for  messages,  stuffed  Armitage's  mail  into 
his  pockets  at  th.e  post-office,  and  turned  home  as  the 
moonlight  poured  down  the  slopes  and  flooded  the  val- 
leys. The  Virginia  roads  have  been  cursed  by  larger  ar- 
mies than  any  that  ever  marched  in  Flanders,  but  Oscar 
was  not  a  swearing  man.  He  paused  to  rest  his  beast 
occasionally  and  to  observe  the  landscape  with  the  eye 
of  a  strategist.  Moonlight,  he  remembered,  was  a  useful 
accessory  of  the  assassin's  trade,  and  the  faint  sounds 
of  the  spring  night  were  all  promptly  traced  to  their 
causes  as  they  reached  his  alert  ears. 

At  the  gate  of  the  hunting-park  grounds  ho  bent  for- 
ward in  the  saddle  to  lift  the  chain  that  held  it ;  urged 
his  horse  inside,  bent  down  to  refasten  it,  and  as  his 
fingers  clutched  the  iron  a  man  rose  in  the  shadow  of 
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tho  little  lodge  and  clasped  him  about  the  middle.  The 
iron  chain  swung  free  and  rattled  against  the  post,  and 
the  horse  snorted  with  fright,  then,  at  a  word  from  Os- 
car,  was  still.  There  was  the  barest  second  of  waiting, 
in  which  the  long  arms  tightened,  and  the  great  body  of 
his  assailant  hung  heavily  about  him;  then  he  dug  spurs 
into  the  horse's  flanks  and  the  animal  leaped  forward 
with  a  snort  of  rage,  jumped  out  of  the  path  and  tore 
away  througii  the  woods. 

Oscar's  whole  strength  wps  taxed  to  hold  his  seat  as 
the  burly  figure  thumped  against  the  horse's  flanks.  He 
had  hoped  to  shake  the  man  off,  but  the  great  arms  stiU 
clasped  him.  The  situation  could  not  last.   Oscar  took 
advantage  of  the  moonlight  to  choose  a  spot  in  which  to 
terminate  it.   He  had  his  bearings  now,  and  aa  they 
crossed  an  opening  in  the  wood  he  suddenly  loosened 
his  grip  on  the  horse  and  flung  himself  backward.  His 
assailant,  no  longer  supported,  rolled  to  the  ground  with 
Oscar  on  top  of  him,  and  the  freed  horse  galloped  away 
toward  the  stable. 

A  rough  and  tumble  fight  now  followed.  Oscar's  lithe, 
vigorous  body  writhed  in  the  grasp  of  his  antagonist, 
now  free,  now  clasped  by  giant  arms.  They  saw  each 
other's  faces  plainly  in  tho  clear  moonlight,  and  at 
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breathless  pauses  in  the  struggle  tlieir  eyes  maintained 
the  state  of  war.  At  one  instant,  when  both  men  lay 
with  arms  interlocked,  half-lying  on  their  thighs,  Oscar 
hissed  in  the  giant's  ear : 

"You  are  a  Servian :  it  is  an  ugly  race." 

And  the  Servian  cursed  him  in  a  fierce  growl. 

"We  expected  you;  you  are  a  bad  hand  with  the 
knife,"  grunted  Oscar,  and  feeling  the  bellows-like 
chest  beside  him  expand,  as  though  in  preparation 
for  a  renewal  of  the  fight,  he  suddenly  wrenched  him- 
self free  of  the  Sernan's  grasp,  leaped  away  a  dozen 
paces  to  the  shelter  of  a  great  pine,  and  turned,  revolver 
in  hand. 

"Throw  up  your  hands,"  he  j-elled. 

The  Servian  fired  without  pausing  for  aim,  the  shot 
ringing  out  sharply  through  the  wood.  Then  Oscar  dis- 
charged his  revolver  three  times  in  quick  succession,  and 
while  the  discharges  were  still  keen  on  the  air  he  drew 
quickly  back  to  a  clump  of  underbrush,  and  crept  away 
a  dozen  yards  to  watch  events.  The  Ser\-ian,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  tree  behind  which  his  adversary  had 
sought  shelter,  grew  anxious,  and  thrust  his  head  for- 
ward warily. 

Then  he  heard  a  sound  as  of  some  one  running 
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through  the  wood  to  tho  loft  and  behind  him,  but  still 
the  man  he  had  grappled  on  the  horse  made  no  sign.  It 
dawned  upon  him  that  the  three  >^hot8  fired  in  front  of 
him  had  been  a  signal,  and  in  alarm  he  turned  toward 
the  gate,  but  a  voice  near  at  hand  called  loudly,  "Oscar !" 
and  repeated  the  name  several  times. 

Behind  the  Servian  the  little  soldier  answered  sharply 
in  English : 

"All  steady,  sir !" 

The  use  of  a  strange  tongue  added  to  the  Servian's 
bewilderment,  and  he  fled  toward  the  gate,  with  Oscar 
hard  after  him.  Then  Armitage  suddenly  leaped  out  of 
the  shadows  directly  in  his  path  and  stopped  him  with  a 
leveled  revolver. 

"Easy  work,  Oscar !  Take  the  gentleman's  gun  and  be 

sure  to  find  his  knife." 

The  task  was  to  Oscar's  taste,  and  he  made  quick 
work  of  the  Servian's  pockets. 

"Your  horse  was  a  good  despatch  bearer.  You  are  all 

sound,  Oscar  ?" 

"Never  better,  sir.  A  revolver  and  two  knives—"  the 

weapons  flashed  in  the  moonlight  as  he  held  them  up. 
"Good !  Now  start  your  friend  toward  the  bungalow." 
They  set  ofE  at  a  quick  pace,  soon  found  the  rough 
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driveway,  and  trudgod  along  silently,  the  Servian  bc- 
twron  his  captors. 

When  they  reached  (lie  house  iVrmitage  flnng  open  the 
door  and  followed  O^car  and  the  prisoner  into  the  long 
sitting-room. 

Annitage  lighted  a  pipe  at  the  mantel,  readjusted  the 
bandage  on  his  arm,  and  laughed  aloud  as  ho  looked 
upon  the  huge  figure  of  the  Servian  standing  beside  the 
sober  little  cavalryman. 

"Oscar,  there  are  certainly  giants  in  these  days,  and 
we  have  caught  one.  You  will  please  see  that  the  cylin- 
der of  your  revolver  is  in  good  order  and  prepare  to  act 
as  clerk  of  our  court-martial.  If  the  prisoner  moves, 
shoot  him." 

He  spoke  those  last  words  very  deliberately  in  fJorman, 
and  the  Servian's  small  eyes  blinked  his  comprehension. 
Armitage  sat  down  on  the  writing-table,  with  his  own 
revolver  and  the  prisoner's  knives  and  pistol  within 
reach  of  his  available  hand.  A  smile  of  amusement 
played  over  his  face  as  he  scrutinized  the  big  body  and 
its  small,  bullet-like  head. 

"He  is  a  large  devil,"  commented  Oscar, 

"He  is  large,  certainly,"  remarked  Armitage.  "Give 
him  a  chair.   Now,"  he  said  to  the  man  in  deliberate 
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Germnn,  "I  Blinll  flay  a  few  things  to  you  whicli  I 
am  very  anxious  for  you  to  understaud.     You  are  a 
Servian." 
The  man  notMcd. 
"Your  name  is  Zmai  Milctich." 
The  man  phifted  his  great  bulk  uncnfiily  in  his  chair 
and  fastened  his  lustcrk>ss  little  eyes  upon  Armitage. 

"Your  name,"  repeated  Armitage,  "is  Zmai  Miletich ; 
your  home  is,  or  was,  in  the  village  of  Toplica,  where 
you  were  a  blacksmith  until  you  became  a  thief.  You 
are  employed  as  an  assassin  by  two  gentlemen  known  as 
Chauvenet  and  Durand— do  you  follow  me?" 

The  man  was  indeed  following  him  with  deep  engross- 
ment. His  narrow  forehead  was  drawn  into  minute 
wrinkles ;  his  small  eyes  seemed  to  recede  into  his  head ; 
his  great  body  turned  uneasily. 

"1  ask  you  again,"  repeated  Armitage,  "whether  you 
follow  me.  There  must  be  no  mistake." 

Oscar,  anxious  to  take  his  own  part  in  the  conversa- 
tion, prodded  Zmai  in  the  ribs  with  a  pistol  barrel,  and 
the  big  fellow  growled  and  nodded  his  head. 

"There  is  a  house  in  the  outskirts  of  Vienna  where 
you  have  been  employed  at  times  as  gardener,  and  an- 
other hou?e  in  Geneva  where  you  wait  for  orders.  At  this 
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latter  pliico  it  was  my  pront  plcnmiro  to  sniasli  you  in  the 
head  with  u  boiling-pot  on  a  certain  ovening  in  March." 

The  man  scowled  and  ejaculated  an  oath  with  so  much 
venom  that  Armitage  laughed. 

"Your  conspirators  are  engaged  upon  a  succession  of 
murders,  and  when  they  have  removed  the  last  obstacle 
they  will  establish  a  new  Emixror-king  in  Vienna  nnd 
you  will  receive  a  substantial  reward  for  what  you  have 
done—" 

The  blood  suffused  the  .nan's  dark  face,  and  he  half 
rose,  a  great  roar  of  angry  denial  breaking  from  him. 

"That  will  do.  You  tried  to  kill  me  on  the  King  Ed- 
ward; you  tried  your  knife  on  me  again  down  there  in 
Judge  Claiborne's  garden;  and  you  cnmc  up  here  to- 
night with  a  plan  to  kill  my  man  and  then  take  your 
time  to  me.  Give  me  the  mail,  Oscar." 

He  opened  the  letters  which  Oscar  had  brought  and 
scanned  several  that  bore  a  Paris  postmark,  and  when  he 
had  pondered  their  contents  a  moment  he  laughed  and 
Jumped  from  the  table.  He  brought  a  portfolio  from 
his  bedroom  and  sat  down  to  write. 

"Don't  shoot  the  gentleman  as  long  as  he  is  quiet.  You 
may  even  give  him  a  glass  of  whisky  to  soothe  his  feel- 
ings." 


A\   E.XCIIANGE   OF  MKS8AC!i:S        1\3 
Annitago  wrote: 


^ 

tt 


"Moxsieuk: 

"Your  assassin  is  a  cluin^v  Mlow  and 
you  will  do  well  to  send  him  back  to  the  h'.ncksmith 
shop  at  Topli.a.  I  learn  that  Monsieur  Dumnd,  dis- 
tressed by  the  delay  in  nfTairs  in  America,  will  soon  join 
you— is  even  now  aboard  the  Tacoma,  bound  for  Xew 
York.  I  am  profoundly  grateful  for  this,  dear  ^lonsicur, 
as  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  to  conclude  our  interesting 
business  in  republicnn  territory  without  prejudice  to  any 
of  the  parties  chiefly  concerned. 

"You  are  a  clever  and  daring  rogue,  yet  at  times  you 
strike  me  as  immensely  dull,  Monsieur.  Ponder  this: 
should  it  seem  expedient  for  me  to  establish  my  identity 
—which  I  am  sure  interests  you  greatly— before  Baron 
von  Marhof,  and,  we  will  add,  the  American  Secretary  of 
State,  be  quite  sure  that  T  shall  not  do  so  until  I  have 
taken  precautions  against  your  departure  in  any  un- 
seemly haste.  I,  myself,  dear  friend,  am  not  without  a 
certain  facility  in  setting  traps." 

Armitage  threw  down  the  pen  and  read  what  He  had 
written  with  care.  Then  he  wrote  as  signature  the  ini- 
tials F.  A.,  inclosed  the  note  in  an  envelope  and  ad- 
dressed it,  pondered  again,  laughed  and  slapped  his 
knee  and  went  into  his  rcom,  where  ho  rummaged  about 
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until  lip  found  a  small  seal  hoautifully  wroufrht  in  1)ron/:o 
and  a  bit  of  wax.  licturning  to  the  talilo  ho  li<,'htcd  a 
candle,  and  deftly  scaled  the  letter.  He  held  the  red 
scar  on  the  back  of  the  onvelopp  to  the  lamp  and  exam- 
ined it  with  interest.  The  lines  of  the  seal  were  deep 
cut,  and  the  impression  was  perfectly  distinct,  of  F.  A. 
in  English  script,  linked  together  by  the  bar  of  the  F. 

"Oscar,  what  do  you  rccommcDd  that  v>c  do  with  the 
prisoner  ?" 

"He  shoulil  be  tied  to  a  tree  and  shot ;  or,  perhaps.,  it 
would  be  better  to  hang  him  to  the  rafters:  in  the  kitchen. 
Yet  he  is  heavy  and  might  pull  down  the  roof." 

"You  are  a  bloodthirsty  wretch,  and  there  is  no  mercy 
in  you.  Private  executions  are  not  allowed  in  this  coun- 
try;  you  would  have  us  before  a  Virginia  grand  jury  and 
our  own  necks  stretclied.  So;  we  shall  send  him  back  to 
his  master.*' 

"It  is  a  mistake.  If  your  Excellency  would  go  away 
for  an  liour  he  should  never  know  whoro  the  buzzards 
found  this  large  carcass." 

"Tush  I  T  woujd  not  trust  his  valuable  life  to  you. 
Get  up!"  ho  commanded,  and  Oscar  jerked  Zmai  to  his 
foot. 

"You  '  '.orvc  nothing  at  my  hands,  but  T  need  a  dis- 
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crcot  mcssonfror,  and  you  shall  iKtt  <li('  to-ni'rht,  as  my 
^vortlly  adjiitiint  moiiiiiirii'!>.  'I'o-niorrow  nijilit,  liow- 
ovcr,  or  tlif  following,'  ni|jlit— o<;  any  oIIkt  old  nii.'1'.t,  as 
w(>  fay  in  Anu'ii- a— if  you  show  your-rll"  in  theso  hills, 
my  chief  of  »taif  shall  have  his  way  with  you— huzza rd 

meat!" 

"The  orders  are  understood,"  saiil  Oscar,  thrusting 

tiie  r.'vi)lvcr  into  the  ^'iaiit's  rihs. 

'•N'ow  Zinai,  Macksniith  of  Toplica.  and  n-^assin  nt 
largo,  here  is  a  let(<'r  for  Monsit  ur  Cliauvonet.  U  is  still 
enrly.  Wlirn  ynu  li;i\e  dflivered  ii,  bring  nie  baek  the 
onveloiic  with  MoiiHeur's  re<'(:pt  written  right  lure, 
under  the  seal.    Do  you  umlnMand?"' 

It  had  lu'gun  to  dawn  \\\m\\  Znini  th't  his  life  was  not 
in  immediah"  danger,  ;;nd  the  lig'-it  of  int'dligenee  kin- 
dled again  in  his  ^trang.-  littl(«  ey.'s.  I.e-t  1m'  mi-ht  not 
fully  grasp  the  errand  with  whi.h  Arjuiiagc  intrusted 
him,  Oscar  repeated  what  Armitage  had  said  in  some- 
what coarser  terms. 

Aiiain  throu-:li  the  moonlight  strode  the  thro(^ — out 
of  ArmitageV  land  to  the  \aliey  road  and  to  the  same 
point  to  which  Shirley  Claihorne  had  only  a  few  days 
before  been  escirted  by  the  inoiMUaineor. 

There  they  tent  the  Servian  forward  lo  the  Spring's, 
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aud  Armitape  wont  homo,  leaving  Ojcar  to  wait  for  the 
return  of  the  roccipt. 

It  was  afi'jr  midnight  when  Oscar  placed  it  in  Armi- 
tagoV  hands  at  tlio  bungalow. 

"Oscar,  it  would  ho  a  dreadful  thing  to  kill  a  man," 
Armitagc  doclarod,  holding  tho  oinpty  onvolopo  to  tho 
light  and  reading  the  line  scrawled  beneath  the  uu- 
hrokon  wax.   It  was  in  Froneh : 

'"You  arc  young  to  die,  Monsieur."' 

"A  man  more  or  less  I"  and  Oscar  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders. 

"Y(«u  arc  not  a  good  churchman.  It  is  a  grievous  sin 
to  dii  nuirder." 

"One  may  n  pent ;  it  is  ^o  written.  The  poo])lo  of  ymir 
liouso  are  Catholics  also.*' 

"Tluil  i-  <|uito  true,  though  I  may  seem  to  forget  it. 
Our  work  will  he  done  >oon.  ploaso  v!od,  and  wo  shall  ask 
the  blessed  sacrament  somewhere  in  these  hills." 

Oscar  crossed  himscli'  aud  fell  to  cleaning  his  rifle. 
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When  he  came  where  the  trees  were  thin. 

The  moon  siit  waltiriK  there  to  see; 

On  her  worn  palm  she  hiid  her  chin. 

And  laughed  awhile  in  polier  n'ee 

To  think  how  strong  this  kniqht  ha  '  been. 

— }VtlUam  Vaiifihn  Moody. 
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In  som(>  iiiystil'ujtioii  f':i!ilaiii  Hi<liar(l  ('lail)orno 
paikod  a  Miit-ca.-o  in  ins  (iiium.  rs  at  K..rt  Myor.  Being  a 
sol.lior,  lie  oljoycil  order.-;  Irat  lieiiiir  Iminan.  lio  was  also 
p,)<^o>j;0(l  of  a  <!egree  ol'  eiiriosity.  lie  'lid  not  know  just 
the  series  of  ineident>  and  conferences  that  prorodcd  his 
summons  to  Washington,  but  they  may  be  summarized 
thus: 

Baron  von  ^farhof  was  a  cautious  man.  Wlion  the 
voun<T  "entlenii'M  of  liis  legation  spoke  to  him  in  awed 
whispers  of  a  eiuarette  case  bearing  an  extraordinary 
device  that  had  been  seen  in  Washington  he  laughed 
them  away;  then,  possessing  a  curious  and  thorough 
mind,  he  read  all  the  press  dippings  relating  to  the 
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false  r.iirnn  vnn  Ki<-('1,  and  -tudiod  tlio  licrnldic  om- 
l.l('in<  of  tlio  Scliomlmrirs.  A-  lie  pondcivd,  ho  roizrotted 
tliO  death  of  lii<  cniineiit  lirnilicr-in-law,  Cmuit  Kordi- 
Tiniid  vim  Stroclifl.  who  was  iioi  a  man  to  stimihle  over 
s(.  ncili-ihle  a  trifle  a^  a  eiirarette  case.  But  Von  Mar- 
liof  liiniH  If  \va-  not  without  re-otirce-.  lie  told  the  Lren- 
th men  of  his  suit.'  that  he  had  satisfied  himself  that 
tliore  w!i<  nothinir  in  the  Armilaire  mvstory;  then  ho 
cahl.'il  Vienna  di-^creetly  for  a  few  days,  an<l  finally  con- 
sulted Hilton  flaihorne.  the  einhassy's  counsel,  at  the 
Clailii.rne  honH>  at  Storm  Sprinirs. 

Thev  had  l>oth  ^oiie  hurriedly  to  ^Ya^hin?ton,  whero 
thev  held  a  hm-  ennferenee  with  the  Secretary  of  State. 
Then  the  slide  d.  partment  called  tin'  war  department  l>y 
telephone,  and  (piiekly  tlown  the  line  to  i!ic  commanding 
onicer  at  Fort  ^lyer  went  a  -pecial  a>-i:mment  for  C'ap- 
tnin  flaihorne  to  report  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  A 
great  deal  of  perfectly  sound  rod  tap  was  reduced  to 
minute  ].articl<s  in  thc^c  manipulations:  hut  Baron  von 
MarhofV  l.usines^  vis  ur.L'ent  ;  it  wis  al-o  of  a  private 
and  whi.lly  confidential  character.  Therefore,  lie  re- 
turned to  Ills  cottage  at  Storm  Springs,  and  the  Wash- 
ington papers  stated  that  he  was  ill  and  liad  gone  back 
to  Virginia  to  take  the  waters. 
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storm  Valloy,  ami  the  lil)rary  a  cnmlortal.le  place  lor  a 
conference.  Dick  (•lail)orno  caught  the  gravity  of  the 
older  men  as  they  uiioMed  to  him  the  task  for  which 
they  had  asked  his  services.  The  Baron  stated  the  ease 
in  these  words : 

"You  know  and  have  talked  with  this  man  Armitagc ; 
you  saw  the  device  on  the  cigarette  ease;  an<l  asked  an 
oxphnii'tion,   which   he   refused;   and    vnu    know    aJM) 
Chauvenet,   wliom  we  suspect  of  comiilicity  uitli   the 
conspirators  at  liome.    Armitage  is  not  the  I'alsc  r)aron 
von  Kissel— we  liave  established  that  frniu  Senator  San- 
derson l)eyond  fiue>tion.    P.ut  Sander-nn's  knowledge  of 
the  man  is  of  comparativly  recent  date— going  back 
about  five  years  to  tlie  time  Armitage  purdia-ed  his 
"Montana  rancli.  \Vhoover  Armitage  may  be,  he  pays  his 
bills;  lie  conducts  himself  like  a  gentleman;  he  travels 
at  will,  and  people  who  meet  him  say  a  good  word  for 

him." 

"lie  is  an  agreeable  man  and  remarkably  well  posted 
in  Kuropean  politics,"  -aid  .ludge  Claiborne.  "I  talked 
with  him  a  number  of  times  on  the  Kiiifj  Edward  and 
must  say  that  I  liked  him.*" 

"Chauvenet  evid(>ntly  knows  him  :  there  was  undoubt- 
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cdly  somotliiiig  back  of  that  little  trick  at  my  supper 
party  at  the  Army  anil  Navy,"  saitl  Dick. 

•'It  iiii,L'lit  !)o  cx:.laim'il— "  began  the  Bnron;  tlicn  he 
paused  and  looked  from  father  to  sou.  "Pardon  mo,  but 
they  both  maiiitV.-t  sonic  interest  in  .Miss  Claiborne." 

"We  met  tlieiii  abroad,"  said  Dick;  "and  they  both 
turned  up  again  in  Washington." 

"One  of  tluin  is  liere.  or  has  been  hero  in  the  valley 
— why  not  the  otlier?"  asked  Judge  Claiborne. 

"Hut.  of  course,  Shirley  knows  nothing  of  Aruiitagc's 
whereabouts,"  Diek  protested. 

"Certainly  not."  declared  his  father. 

"IIow  did  you  make  Anuitag^''s  aeciuaintanco?"  asked 
the  AmI)assador.  "Some  one  must  have  been  responsible 
for  introdueing  him — if  you  can  remember." 

Dick  laughed. 

"It  was  in  the  ^Montc  Rosa,  at  Geneva.  Shirley  and  I 
had  been  clialling  each  otlier  al)out  the  persistence  with 
"liich  Armitage  seemed  to  follow  us.  He  was  taking 
(li'ji  I'oirr  at  tlie  same  hour,  and  he  jiassed  us  going  out. 
Old  Artliuv  Singleton — the  ul»i(iiiitoiis — was  talking  to 
u-^,  and  lie  nailed  Armitage  with  liis  customary  zeal  and 
introduced  him  to  us  in  (juite  the  usual  American  fash- 
ion. Later  I  asked  Singleton  who  he  was  and  he  knew  ■ 
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nothing  about  liim.  Then  Armita.cfo  tiirnotl  up  on  the 
stonmor,  where  ho  made  himself  most  aprreeahlc.  Xe.\t, 
Senator  Sanderson  vouched  for  him  as  one  of  liis  >ron- 
tana  constituents.  You  know  tlic  rest  of  the  story.  I 
swaHowed  liiin  wliole;  he  caUed  at  our  housi>  on  several 
occasions,  and  came  to  the  post,  and  1  asked  him  to  my 
supper  for  the  Spanish  attache." 

"And  now,  Dick,  we  want  you  to  find  him  and  get  him 
into  a  room  with  ourselves,  where  we  can  ask  him  some 
questions,"  declared  .7ud;:e  Claihorne. 

They  discussed  the  matter  in  detail.  Tt  was  siffrocH 
that  Dick  should  remain  at  the  Spriniifs  for  a  few  days 
to  watch  Chauvenct;  then,  if  he  <iot  no  clue  to  Armi- 
tageV  Avhereahouts,  he  was  to  go  to  ^lontana,  to  sec  if 
anything  could  he  learned  there. 

"We  miist  find  him — there  must  he  no  mistake  about 
it,"  said  the  Ambnssador  to  .Imlge  ("laibome.  when  they 
were  alone.  "They  arc  almost  panic-stricken  in  Vienna. 
What  with  the  match  burning  dose  to  the  powder  in 
Ilungaiy  and  clever  heads  plotting  in  Vienna  this  Amer- 
ican end  of  the  game  has  dangerous  possibilities." 

"And  when  we  have  young  Armitagc — "  the  Judge 
began. 

"Then  we  shall  know  the  truth." 
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"But  suppose^ — suppose/'  nnd  .Tu(1;,'c  Ciiiibornc 
plancod  at  tlio  door.  "siipi)oso  ('l!iirlt's  Louis,  Kmporor- 
kinpof  Anslria-IIiingarv,  sliouKl  die— to-nijxht— to-mor- 
row— " 

"Wc  will  asrjuinc  iiotliinjr  of  the  kind  1"  ejaculated  the 
Ambassador  sliarply.  '"It  is  impossible"  Tlicn  to  Cap- 
tain f'lailioinc:  ''You  must  pardon  mv  if  I  do  not  ex- 
plain further.  1  wi>h  to  find  Armitaire:  it  is  of  the 
proatost,  importance.  It  woxdd  not  aid  you  if  T  told  you 
wliy  T  must  sec  and  talk  witli  him." 

And  as  thou/^h  to  e>cai)e  from  the  thinff  of  which  his 
counsel  had  hinted.  Baron  von  Marhof  took  his  de- 
partur.'^  at  once. 

Shirley  met  her  hrother  on  the  viTandn.  His  arrival 
had  hoen  unheralded  and  she  was  frankly  astonished  to 
sec  him. 

"Well,  Captain  Claihorne,  you  are  a  man  of  mystery. 
You  will  undoulttedly  l)c  court-martialed  for  deserting 
— and  after  a  hmic  leav     too." 

'•T  am  on  duty.  Don't  forget  that  yon  are  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  dijdomat.'' 

"Humph  !  It  doesn't  follow,  necessarily,  that  T  should 

he  stupid !"' 
"You  couldn't  ho  that,  Shirley,  dear." 
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"Tlinnk  you,  Captain." 

Thoy  d.scusiso,';  fnmily  mattrrs  for  a  few  minutes; 
then  sli(>  siiid,  witli  elaborate  irr<'loviinee: 

"Well,  we  must  liope  ilmt  your  appearance  will  cnuso 
no  Imttles  to  he  foupht  in  our  <;anlen.  There  wa-^  enough 
fi-rhtinj,'  ahout  here  in  old  times." 

"Take  heart,  Httlo  sister,  I  shall  protect  you.  Oh,  it's 
rath,  r  decent  of  Armitape  to  have  kept  nway  from  you, 
Shirley,  after  all  that  fuss  about  the  bogus  baron." 
"Which  he  wasn't—" 

"Well  Sanderson  says  he  couldn't  have  l»een,  and  the 

rogues'  gallerv-  pictures  don't  resemble  our  friend  at  all." 

*Tgh;  don't  speak  of  it!"  and  Shirley  shrugged  her 

shoulders.   She  suffered  her  e\es  to  cHnd)  the  slopes  of 

the  far  hills.   Then  she  looked  slcadily  at  her  brother 

and  laughed. 

"What  do  you  and  father  and  Baron  von  Marhof  want 
with  "Mr.  John  Armitage?"  she  asked. 

"Guess  again!"  exclaimed  Dick  hurriedly.  "Has  that 
been  the  undercurrent  of  your  conversation?  As  I  may 
have  said  before  in  this  oonnt'ction.  you  disappoint  me, 
Shirley.  You  seem  unable  to  forget  that  fellow." 

He  paused,  grew  very  serious,  and  bent  forward  in  his 
wicker  chair. 
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"ITavp  you  soon  John  Armitago  since  I  saw  liira  ?'* 

"Tmpprtinont !  TTow  daro  you  ?'' 

"Rut  Sliirloy,  the  quostion  is  fair!" 

"Isit,  Ricliard?" 

"And  I  want  you  to  answer  me." 

"That's  diireronl/' 

lie  ro«:e  and  took  scvoral  steps  toward  her.  Slic  stood 
against  the  railing  with  her  hands  behind  her  hack, 

"Shirley,  you  are  the  finest  girl  in  the  worhl,  but  you 
wouldn't  do  this — " 

"This  what,  Dick?" 

"You  know  what  I  mean.  I  ask  you  again — have  you 
or  have  you  not  seen  ^Vrmitage  since  you  came  to  the 
Springs?" 

He  spoke  impatiently,  his  eyes  upon  hers.  A  wave  of 
color  swept  her  face,  and  then  her  anger  passed  and  she 
was  her  usual  good-natured  self. 

"Baron  von  Marhof  is  a  charming  old  gentleman,  isn't 
he?" 

"He's  a  regular  old  brick,"  declared  Dick  solemnly. 

"It's  a  great  privilege  for  a  young  man  like  you  to 
know  him,  Dick,  and  to  have  private  talks  with  him  and 
the  governor — about  subjects  of  deep  importance.  The 
governor  is  a  good  deal  of  a  man  himself." 
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"I  niu  proud  to  be  liis  son,"  declarod  Dick,  mooting 

Sliirl<T's  cyrs  unflinchingly. 

Shirley  wiH  silent  for  a  moment,  while  Dick  whistled 
a  few  bars  from  the  latest  waltz. 

"A  captain— a  mere  captain  of  the  lino— is  not  often 
pluclsod  out  of  his  post  when  in  good  health  and  stand- 
i„g_.,f,,.!-  ;-.  lon.u'  leave  for  forei^Mi  travel— and  sent 
iiwr.y  lo  vi-it  lii-  parents— and  help  entertain  a  distiu- 
^'iiished  Aiiilias'-ailor." 

"'i'iianks  for  tlie  'in<rc  captain,'  dearest.    You  needn't 

rub  it  in.*' 

"1  would iri.  r.ut  you  arc  fair  pamo— for  your  sister 
only!  And  you're  belter  known  than  you  vcre  before 
that  little  supper  for  the  Spanish  attache.  It  rather  di- 
rected attention  to  you,  didn't  it,  Dick?" 

Jick  colored. 

"It  certainly  did." 

"And  if  yon  should  meet  Monsieur  Chauvcnot,  who 

caused  tlic  trouble — " 

"I  have  every  intention  of  meeting  him !" 

"Oh !" 

"Of  course,  I  shall  meet  him— some  time,  somewhere. 

He's  at  the  Springs,  isn't  he?" 
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"Am  I  a  hotel  roiristor  that  I  should  kuow  ?  I  haven't 
?ecn  him  for  scvfral  (Inyti.'' 

"What  I  should  like  to  see,*'  said  Dick,  "is  a  meeting 
botwer n  Arniitagc  and  Ciiauvon(!t.  That  would  reolly  be 
entertaining.  Xo  doubt  Chauvenet  could  whip  your  mys- 
terious suitor." 

lie  looked  away,  with  an  air  of  unconcern,  at  the  deep- 
ening shadows  on  the  mountains. 

'•Dear  Dick,  1  am  quite  sure  that  if  you  have  been 
chosen  out  of  all  the  United  States  army  to  find  Mr. 
John  Armitage,  you  will  succeed  without  anv  help  from 
me." 

"That  doesn't  answer  my  question.  You  don't  know 
what  you  are  doing.  What  if  father  know  that  you  were 
seeing  thi-^  adventurer — " 

"Oh,  of  course,  if  you  should  tell  father!  I  haven't 
said  that  I  had  seen  ^Ir.  Armitage ;  and  you  haven't  ex- 
actly told  me  that  you  have  a  warrant  for  his  arrest ;  so 
Ave  arc  quits,  Cajjiain.  You  had  ])etter  look  in  at  the 
hotel  dance  to-night.  There  arc  girls  there  and  to  spare." 

"^^^len  I  find  ^Ir.  Armitage—" 

'Y'ou  seem  hopeful,  Captain.  He  may  bo  on  the  high 
seas." 

"I  shall  find  him  there — or  here !" 
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"Good  luck  to  yon,  Captain  I" 

Thoro  was  the  least  flash  of  antagonism  in  the  glance 
that  passed  between  Jieni,  and  Captain  Claiborne 
clapped  his  hands  together  impatiently  and  went  into 
the  house. 
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CHAPTER    XX 

THE  riRiST  RIDE  TOdKTIIER 

My  mistress  bent  that  brow  of  hers; 
Those  deep  dark  eyes  where  pride  demurs 
When  pity  would  be  softening  through, 
Fixed  me  a  breathing-while  or  two 

With  life  or  death  in  the  balance:  right! 
The  blood  replenished  me  again ; 
My  last  thought  was  at  least  not  vain: 
I  and  my  mistress,  side  by  side 
Shall  be  together,  breathe  and  ride. 
So,  one  day  more  am  I  deified. 

Who  knows  but  the  world  may  end  to-night? 

— R.  Brotcning. 

"We  shall  be  leaving  soon,"  said  Armitago,  half  to 
himself  and  partly  to  Oscar.  "It  is  not  safe  to  wait 
much  longer." 

He  tossed  a  copy  of  the  Neue  Freie  Prcsse  on  the  ta- 
ble. Oscar  had  been  down  to  the  Springs  to  explore, 
and  brought  back  news,  gained  from  the  stablemen  at 
the  hotel,  that  Chauvonet  had  left  tlie  hotel,  presumably 
for  Washington.  It  was  now  Wednesday  in  the  third 
week  in  April. 
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"Oscar,  you  were  a  clever  boy  and  knew  more  than 
you  were  told.  You  have  asked  mc  no  questions.  There 
may  he  an  ugly  row  l)cfore  I  got  out  of  those  hills.  I 
should  not  think  hard  of  you  if  you  preferred  to 
leave." 

"I  enlisted  for  the  campaign— yes  ?— I  shall  wait  un- 
til I  am  discharged.-'   xVnd  the  little  man  buttoned  his 

coat. 

"Thank  you,  Oscar.  In  a  few  days  more  wc  shall 
probably  be  through  with  this  business.  There's  an- 
otlior  man  coming  to  get  into  the  game— he  reached 
Washington  yesterday,  and  we  shall  doubtless  hear  of 
him  shortly.  Very  likely  they  arc  both  in  the  hills  to- 
night.  And,  Oscar,  listen  carefully  to  what  I  say." 

The  soldier  drew  nearer  to  Arniitage,  who  sat  swing- 
ing his  legs  on  the  table  in  the  bungalow. 

"If  I  should  die  unshriven  during  the  next  week, 
here's  a  key  that  opens  a  safety-vault  box  at  the  Bronx 
Loan  and  Trust  Company,  in  New  York.  In  case  I 
am  disabled,  go  at  once  with  the  key  to  Baron  von  Mar- 
hof.  Ambassador  of  Austria-Hungary,  and  tell  him— 
tell  him—" 

He  had  paused  for  a  moment  as  though  pondering 
his  words  with  care;  then  he  laughed  and  went  on. 
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"—tell  hira,  Oscar,  that  thcre'p  a  mwsage  in  that 
safety  box  from  a  gentleman  who  might  have  been 
King." 

Oscar  stared  at  Arniitagc  blankly. 

"That  is  the  trutli,  Sergeant.  Tlic  message  once  in 
the  good  Baron's  hands  will  undoubtedly  give  him  a 
severe  shock.  You  will  do  well  to  go  to  bed.  I  shall 
take  a  walk  l)eforo  I  turn  in." 

"You  should  not  go  out  alone — " 

"Don't  trouble  about  me;  1  shan't  go  far.  I  think  we 
are  safe  until  twn  gentlemen  have  met  in  Washington, 
discussed  their  affairs,  and  come  down  into  the  moun- 
tains again.  The  large  brute  avc  caught  the  other  night 
is  undoul)tcdly  on  watch  near  by;  but  he  is  harmless. 
Only  a  few  days  more  and  we  shall  perform  a  real  serv- 
ice in  the  world,  Sergeant, — I  feel  it  in  my  bones." 

He  took  his  hat  from  a  bench  by  the  door  and  went 
out  upon  the  veranda.  The  moon  had  already  slipped 
down  behind  the  mountains,  but  the  stars  trooped 
brightly  across  the  heavens.  He  drank  deep  breaths  of 
the  cool  air  of  the  mountain  night,  and  felt  the  dark 
wooing  him  with  its  calm  and  peace.  He  returned  for 
his  cloak  and  walked  into  the  wood.  He  followed  the 
road  to  the  gate,  and  then  turned  toward  the  Port  of 
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Missing  ^Icn.  Ho  luul  fcnncd  <iuite  (lel'mito  plans  of 
what  ho  sliould  Jo  in  certain  c'linTgencio^,  aii«l  ho  i'flt  a 
now  strength  in  his  confulonco  that  ho  should  succeed 
in  the  business  that  had  brought  him  into  the  hills. 

At  the  abandoned  bridge  lie  threw  him>elf  down  and 
'razed  off  throu'^h  a  narrow  cut  that  ail'orded  a  glimpse 
of  the  Springs,  where  tlie  electric  lights  gleamed  as  one 
lamp.  Shirley  Claiijorne  was  there  in  the  valley  and 
he  smiled  with  the  thought  of  her;  for  soon— perhaps 
in  a  few  hours— ho  w<add  be  free  to  go  to  her,  his  work 
done;  and  no  mystery  or  dangerous  task  would  hence- 
forth lie  between  them. 

He  saw  march  before  him  across  the  nigi.t  groat 
hosts  of  armed  men,  singing  hymn?  of  war;  and  again 
ho  looked  upon  citie-^  l)csirgod :  still  again  upon  armies 
in  long  alignment  wailiiig  for  tho  word  th;it  would  bring 
the  final  shock  of  battle.     Tb.o  faint  roar  of  water 
far  below  added  an  undor-notf  of  reality  to  his  tlroam ; 
and  still  he  saw,  as  upon  a  tape-try  held  in  his  hand, 
tho  struggles  of  kingdoms,  the  rise  and  fall  of  empires. 
Upon  the  wide  seas  smoke  floated  from  the  guns  of 
giant  ships  that  strove  mightily  in  battle.    He  was 
thrilled  by  drum-beats  and  the  cry  of  trumpets.   Then 
his  mood  changed  and  tho  mountains  and  calm  stars 
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spoke  an  heroic  language  that  was  of  ucwcr  and  nobk^r 
things;  and  he  shook  hi?:  head  impatiently  and  gathered 
his  iloak  about  him  and  rose. 

"God  said,  'T  am  tired  of  kings,'  "  he  muttered.  "But 
I  shall  keep  my  pledge;  I  shall  do  Austria  a  service," 
he  said ;  and  then  laughed  a  little  to  himself.  "To  think 
that  it  may  be  for  mo  to  say !"  And  with  this  he  walked 
quite  to  the  brink  of  the  chasm  and  laid  his  hand  upon 
the  iron  cable  from  which  swung  the  l)ridge. 

"I  shall  sonn  be  free,"  he  said  with  a  deep  sigh;  and 
looked  across  the  starligbtcd  hills. 

Then  tlie  cable  under  his  hand  vibrated  slightly;  at 
first  he  thought  it  the  night  wind  stealing  thro      .  the 
vale  and  swaying  the  bridge  above  the  sheer  dej.    .  But 
still  he  felt  the  tingle  of  the  iron  rope  in  his  clasp,  and 
his  hold  tightened  and  he  bent  forward  to  listen.   Th" 
whole  bridge  now  audibly  shook  with  the  pulsation  of  a 
step— a  soft,  furtive  step,  as  of  one  cautiously  groping 
a  way  over  the  unsubstantial  flooring.    Then  througli 
the  starlight  he  distinguished  a  woman's  figure,  and 
drew  back.    A  loose  plank  in  the  bridge  floor  rattled, 
and  as  she  passed  it  freed  itself  and  he  heard  it  strilce 
the  rocks  faintly  far  below;  but  the  figure  stole  swiftly 
on,  and  he  bent  forward  with  a  cry  of  warning  on  his 
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lips,  and  snatched  away  the  light  barricade  that  had 
hccn  nailed  atro?s  the  opening. 

When  he  looked  up,  his  words  of  rebuke,  that  had 
waited  only  for  the  woman's  security,  died  on  his  lips. 
"Shirley !"  he  cried ;  and  put  forth  both  hands  and 
lifted  her  to  firm  ground. 

A  little  sij,'li  of  relief  broke  from  her.  The  bridge 
still  swayed  from  her  weight;  and  the  cables  hummed 
like  the  wires  of  a  harp;  near  at  hand  the  waterfall 
tumbled  down  through  the  mystical  starlight. 

"I  did  not  know  that  drenms  really  came  true,"  he 
said,  with  an  awe  in  his  voice  that  the  passing  fear  had 
left  behind. 

She  began  abruptly,  not  heeding  his  words. 
"You  must  go  away— at  once — I  came  to  tell  you 
that  you  can  not  stay  here." 

"But  it  is  unfair  to  accept  any  warning  from  you! 
You  are  too  generous,  too  kind," — he  began. 

"It  is  not  generosity  or  kindness,  but  this  danger  that 
follows  you— it  is  an  evil  thing  and  it  must  not  find  you 
here.  It  is  impossible  that  siich  a  thing  can  be  in  Amer- 
ica. But  you  must  go — you  must  seek  the  law's  aid — " 
"How  do  you  know  I  dare—" 
"I  don't  know— that  you  dare !" 
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'•1  l.now  that  you  have  a  girat  heart  ami  (hat  I  love 
you,"  he  paid. 

She  turned  .piickly  toward  the  bridge  as  thougli  to 

retrace  her  steps. 

"I  can't  be  paid  for  a  slight,  a  very  slight  service  by 
fair  words,  Mr.  Arraitngc.  If  you  knew  why  I  came—" 
'•If  I  dared  tliink  or  Ijolieve  or  hope — " 
"You  will  dare  nothing  of  the  kind,  Mr.  Armitage!" 
she  replied;  '"but  I  will  tell  you,  that  1  came  out  of  or- 
dinary Christian  humanity.  The  idea  of  friends,  of 
oven  sHglit  ac(iuaintauce?,  being  assassinated  in  these 
Virginia  hill?  docs  not  please  me." 

"IIow  do  yr.u  classify  me,  please— with  friends  or 
.nonuaintanccs?" 

He  laughed;  then  the  gravity  of  what  she  was  doing 
changed  his  tone. 

«I  am  John  Armitage.  That  is  nil  you  know,  and  yet 
you  hazard  your  life  to  warn  me  that  I  am  in  danger?" 
"If  you  called  yourself  John  Smith  I  should  do  ex- 
actly the  same  tiling.  It  make?  not  the  slightest  difler- 
once  to  me  who  or  what  vou  are." 

"You  are  explicit!"'  he  laughed.  "I  don't  hesitate 
to  tell  you  that  I  value  your  life  much  higher  than  you 
do." 
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"That  is  (luit.'  uiin<  (r>sary.    It  nvAV  aiiiusi>  you  to 
knew  tliat,  as   1  am  a  iKi-.n  ..f  little  curiosity,   I  am 
not  tlio  k-ast   comctiuhI  in  tlu-  sulutiou  ol— of— what 
ini;ilit  hv  oallctl  the  Arniita,-iO  riddle." 
"Oh  ;  I'm  a  riddle,  am  I  T 

"Not  to  me,  I  assure  you!  You  are  only  the  oljjoct 
of  some  one's  enmity,  and  there's  .om.thin-  about  mur- 
der that  is— that  isn't  exaetly  niee  I    It's  positively  uil- 

csthetic." 

Slu"   had   he.inm   seriously,  hut   huif;hed   at  the   ah- 

i-urdity  of  her  last  words. 

"Yon  are  ama/.in-ly  imi.er.nnal.    You  would  save  a 
man's  life  without  carin-  in  the  lea4  what  manner  of 

man  he  may  he." 

"Y'ou  put  it  rather  flatly,  hut  that's  ahout  the  truth 
of  the  uiatter.   Do  y.)u  kuow,  1  am  almo4  afraid—" 

"Not  of  me.  I  ho]>e — " 

"'Certainly  u.  t.  T'ut  ii  h.as  oreurred  to  mo  that  you 
may  l;ave  the  eoneeit  of  your  oxvn  mystery,  that  you  may 
take  rather  too  much  pleasure  in  .uy>tifying  people  as 

to  your  identity." 

"That   is   unkind.— that   is  unkind,"   and  he  spoke 
without  resentment,  hut  softly,  with  a  falling  cadence. 
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Ho  siiddmly  tlin'w  down  tlio  liiit  lie  had  held  in  his 
hand,  and  cxtcndi'd  his  arms  tnward  her. 

"You  an*  not  unkind  or  unjust.  You  have  a  right 
to  know  wild  I  am  and  what  I  nin  doing  here.  It  sci'ins 
an  inijnTlinonce  to  thrust  my  afTairs  upon  jou;  hut  if 
you  will  listf'ii  I  should  like  to  tell  you — it  will  take 
but  a  niomcnt — why  and  what — " 

"Please  do  not  I  As  1  told  you,  1  have  no  curiosity  in 
the  mattor.  I  ran't  allow  you  to  till  nic;  1  really  -'on't 
want  to  know !'' 

"I  am  willing  that  I'vcry  one  sliould  know — to-mor- 
row— or  tlie  day  al'trr — not  later." 

She  lift"'(]  h"r  head,  as  though  with  the  earnostnesri 
of  sonic  new  thought. 

"The  day  aft.r  may  he  too  lute  Wliatevor  it  is  that 
you  have  done — '' 

"I  have  done  nothing  to  i)e  ashamed  of, — I  swear  I 
have  not !"' 

"Whatever  it  is, — and  T  don't  care  what  it  is," — ?hc 
!«aid  deliberately.  '' — it  is  something  (juite  ser-ous,  Mr. 
Arniitage.    My  brother — " 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then  spoke  rapidly. 

"My  brotlier  ha-^  lieen  detailed  to  help  in  the  search 
for  yon.   Ue  is  at  Storm  Siirings  now." 
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"But  hr  ilofsirt  iiniltTstant^— " 
"My  l.rotli.T  is  a  Holcli.r  and  it  is  not  newsary  for 
liiin  to  undtTstanil." 

"And  you  have  done  tliis— you  liavo  conic  to  warn 

»» 
mo — 

"It  docs  look  pretty  Imd/'  she  said,  changing  l.er  tone 
and  lau-liin-  a  little.  "But  my  brother  and  I-we  al- 
ways had  very  ditti-rent  ideas  !.])0ut  you,  Mr.  Arniitagc. 
Wo  hold  hriefs  for  diiTerent  sides  of  the  case." 

"Oh,  I'm  a  eas(<,  am  I  ?"'  and  ho  cau?1'.t  gladly  at  the 
sii-estion  of  li?htnrss  in  her  tone.    "But  I'd  really 
like  to  know  what  he  has  to  do  with  my  affairs." 
"Then  you  will  have  to  ask  him." 
"To  he  sure.    But  the  government  can  hardly  have 
assigned  Captain  Claihoi-nc  to  special  duty  at  Monsieur 
C'ha'^ivenefs  re.iuest.   T  swear  to  you  that  Vm  as  much 
in  the  dark  as  you  are." 

"I'm  quite  sure  an  ofTicer  of  the  line  would  not  ho 
liken  from  his  duties  and  sent  into  the  country  on  any 
frivolous  errand.  But  perhaps  an  Ambassador  from  a 
great  power  made  the  reciuest— perhaps,  for  example, 
it  was  Baron  von  Marhof." 
"Good  Lord !" 
Armitage  laughed  aloud. 
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'•I  ho>:  your  jinrdon  I   T  really  b'^cr  ynnr  pardon!   But 

is  (1ii>  Aiiil);i--;idnr  lodkin^r  Tor  mo?" 

'•\  ilnn'i  kii'i'.v.  Mr.  Annitni;!'.  Vou  forgot  that  Vm 
only  a  tniilor  and  not  a  ~^py."* 

•"You  are  tlio  nulilot  woman  in  ilio  world,"  lie  said 
lioldly,  and  lii>  l;oarl  leaped  in  liiiu  aiid  lie  spoke  on  wiili 
a  flcrco  liasto.  '"Yoii  liavo  m;\(]f  -acrifiC'S  for  mo  tliat 
no  woman  ever  made  lioforo  for  a  man — for  a  man  slio 
did  not  know  I  And  my  lilV — whatever  it  is  wortli, 
every  hour  and  sceond  of  il,  T  lay  down  Iwforo  yon, 
and  it  is  yours  to  keep  or  throw  away.  I  followed  you 
half-way  round  the  world  and  I  shall  follow  you  aLrain 
.ind  as  long  as  T  live.  And  to-morrow — or  the  day  after 
—  1  shall  justify  these  great  kindnes-es — tliis  generou< 
confideuee;  hut  to-nighr  1  have  a  work  to  do  I"' 

As  they  stood  on  the  verge  of  the  defile,  hy  the  hridgo 
that  swung  (vat  from  the  clill"  like  a  fairy  structure,  they 
heard  far  and  faint  the  whistle  and  low  runihle  of  the 
night  train  soutli-hound  from  \Va>iiington;  and  to  hotli 
of  theju  the  sound  urged  the  very  real  and  pr  .ical 
world  from  which  for  a  little  time  they  had  stolen  away. 

*'I  mu-t  go  h;\fk,"'  said  Shirley,  and  turned  to  the 
hridge  and  put  her  hand  on  its  slight  iron  frame;  hut 
he  seized  her  wrists  and  held  them  tight. 
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"You  liMVc  risked  niucli  I'or  mo,  but  you  ^1i,ill  not  risk 
your  lilV  ii.unin  in  my  fnii-i'.  Vni  cnii  iint  venture 
;uro->  \'i;!t  !)riili;o  jr.'-  lin."* 

Slie  \i.'l.!-'1  witli.'Ul  I'nrlk.or  jiarky  nn<l  lio  dropped 
her  wrists  at'^iue. 

'•rienso  sav  no  more.  Von  mu-t  noi  niako  me 
r^orrv  1   rai>ie.      I    mu-t  ;ro. —  \  sliould  liave  pone  Lack 

instantly." 

'•Hut  not  across  lliat  .-pider's  weli.  You  must  cro  by 
t1ie  Iniic;-  roaik  \  vill  lhw  you  a  liorse  and  ride  with  you 
intoll'.e  vaHey." 

'•Tt  is  much  nearer  liy  t1ie  hridue, — and  T  have  my 

horse  over  there."" 

"V.'e  shall  cet  t!ie  horse  without  trouhle,*"  he  said, 
and  sh'-  walked  heside  him  through  the  start i.ii'h ted 
wood.    As  thoy  crossed  tlie  open  tract  she  said: 

'•This  is  the  Port  of  Misnn.ir  ">ren."' 

'*Yes,  here  the  lost  lepion  made  its  last  stand.  Thcro 
lie  the  .srravcs  of  some  of  them.  Tt"s  a  pretty  story;  T 
liope  some  day  to  know  more  of  it  from  some  such  au- 
thority a-  yourself."' 

"I  used  to  ride  here  on  my  pony  when  T  was  a  littlo 
pirl,  and  dream  nhout  the  -ray  soldiers  who  would  not 
surrender.    Tt  was  as  Ijcautiful  as  an  old  hallnd.    FU 
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wait  here.    Fetch  the  horse,"  she   said,  "and  hurry, 

please," 

"If  there  are  explanations  to  make,"  ho  hcgan,  look- 
ing at  her  gravely. 

"I  am  not  a  person  who  makes  explanations,  jlr. 
Armitage.  You  may  meet  me  at  the  gate." 

As  he  ran  toward  the  house  he  met  Oscar,  who  had  he- 
come  alarmed  at  his  absence  and  was  setting  forth  in 
search  of  him. 

"Come;  saddle  both   the  horses,   Oscar,"   Armitage 

commanded. 

They  went  together  to  the  barn  and  quickly  brought 

out  the  horses. 

'^ou  arc  not  to  come  with  me,  Oscar." 

"A  captain  does  not  go  alone;  it  should  be  the  ser- 
geant who  is  sent — yes?" 

"It  is  not  an  affair  of  war,  Oscar,  hut  quite  another 
matter.  There  is  a  saddled  horse  hitched  to  the  other 
side  of  o\ir  abandoned  bridge.  Get  it  and  ride  it  to 
Judge  Claiborne's  stables ;  and  ask  and  answer  no  ques- 
tions." 

A  moment  later  he  was  riding  toward  the  gate,  the 

led-horse  following. 

He  flung  himself  down,  adjusting  the  stirrups  and 
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her  a  hand  into  the  sarulle.   They  turncu  silently 


road. 


into  the  mountain 

"The  bridge  wonld  have  been  simpler  and  quicker," 
said  Shirley ;  "as  it  is,  I  shall  he  late  to  the  hall."' 

"I  am  contiite  enough;  but  you  don't  make  explana- 
tions." 

"Xo ;  I  don't  explain ;  and  you  are  to  come  back  as 
snon  as  we  strike  the  valley.   I  always  send  gentlemen 
back  at  that  point,"  she  laughed,  and  went  ahead  of  him 
into  the  narrow  road.    She  guided  the  strange  horse 
with  the  case  of  long  practice,  skilfully  testing  his 
paces,  and  when  they  came  to  a  stretch  of  smooth  road 
sent  him  flying  at  a  gallop  over  the  trail.  He  had  given 
her  his  own  horse,  a  hunter  of  famous  strain,  and  she 
at  once  defined  and  maintained  a  distance  between  them 
that  made  talk  impossible. 

Her  short  covert  riding-coat,  buttoned  close,  marked 
clearly  in  the  starlight  her  erect  figure ;  light  wisps  of 
loosened  hair  broke  free  under  her  soft  felt  hat,  and 
when  she  turned  her  head  the  wind  caught  the  brim  and 
pressed  it  back  from  her  face,  giving  a  new  charm  to  her 
profile. 

He  called  after  her  once  or  twice  at  the  start,  but 
she  did  not  pa.  -e  or  reply;  and  he  could  uot  know  what 
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mood  possessed  lior ;  or  tliat  or.ce  in  iliglit,  in  the  pccur- 
itv  tlio  liorso  iTiivo  her.  she  was  for  the  first  tinio  afraid 
of  liim.    He  had  declared  his  love  for  her,  and  had  of- 
fered to  hreak  down  Ww  veil  of  mystery  that  made  him 
a  strange  and  perplexing  figure.    His  affairs,  whatever 
tlieir  nature,  -were  now  at  a  crisis,  he  had  said;  (piito 
possibly  she  should  never  see  him  again  after  this  ride. 
As  she  waited  at  the  gate  .-he  had  known  a  moment  of 
contrition  and  doubt  as  to  what  she  had  done.  It  was  not 
fair  to  her  Ijrother  thus  fo  give  away  his  secret  to  the 
enemy ;  but  as  the  horse  flew  down  the  rough  road  her 
blood  leaped  with  the  sense  of  adventure,  and  her  pulse 
sang  with  the  jcy  of  lliglit.    1  ler  thoughts  were  free,  wild 
things;  and  slie  exulle.l  in  (lie  great  starry  vault  and  the 
cool  hcigl'.ts  over  v.hich  she  rode.   Who  was  John  Armi- 
tage?   She  di.i  not  know  or  care,  now  that  she  had  per- 
formed for  him  her  last  service.   Quite  likely  ho  Avould 
fade  away  on  tlie  morrow  like  a  mountain  shadow  before 
the  sun ;  and  the  song  in  her  heart  to-night  was  not  love 
or  anything  akin  to  it,  but  only  the  joy  of  living. 

Where  the  road  grew  ditlicult  as  it  dipped  sharply 
down  into  the  valley  she  suffered  liim  perforce  to  ride 
beside  her. 

"You  ride  wonderfullv."  he  said. 
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"Tlio  liorso   is   .1  j 


ov, 


IIi-'s  a 


rciiilrajron — I   know 


them  in  the  dark,    lie  must  have  com.-  from  this  valley 


SOlllOW 


here.    We  <  rt'n  some  of  his  c<t\i 


l^ills,  I'm  sure. 


•Yoii  are  ([uite  ri 


'ht.    JleV  a  Viri^inia  hor>o.    You 


are  iiicomp 
kept  that  p 
to  lier  hair-pin 


arahle— no   other  Avema 


u  alive   uoiihl  have 


lee 


Ifs  a  hrave  woman  who  isn't  a  slave 
,_1  don't  believe  you  spilled  one." 


Slie  < 


ilrew  rein  at  the  cross-roaih 


"We  tiart  here.   How  shall  I  return  Bucephalus' 


1 
"Ix't  mo  go 


to  vour  own  j:ate,  plea? 


-  f 


'•Xot  at  all '."  she  said  witli  decision. 

"Th(>n  Oscar  will  pick  him  up.  If  you  don't  see  him, 
turn  the  horse  loose.  But  uiy  thanks— for  oh,  so  many 
things!"  he  pleaded. 


•T.v 


■morrow 
laughed 


-or  the  (lav  after — or  never 


She  laughed  and  put  out  her  hand ;  and  when  he  tried 
to  detain  her  she  spoke  to  the  horse  and  Hashed  away 
toward  home.  He  listened,  marking  her  flight  until  the 
shadows  of  the  valley  stole  sound  and  sight  from  him ; 
then  he  turned  back  into  the  hills. 

Near  her  father's  estate  Shirley  came  upon  a  man  who 
saluted  in  the  manner  of  a  soldier. 

It  was  Oscar,  who  had  crossed  the  bridge  and  ridden 
down  by  the  nearer  road. 
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"It  is  my  captain's  liorso — yes  ?"  ho  said,  as  the  slim, 
graceful  animal  whinnied  and  pawed  the  ground.  "I 
found  a  horse  at  the  broken  I)ridge  and  took  it  to  your 
stable — yes  ?" 

A  moment  later  Shirley  walked  rapidly  through  the 
garden  to  the  veranda  of  her  father's  house,  where  her 
brother  Dick  paced  back  and  forth  impatiently. 

"Where  have  you  been,  Shirley?"' 

"Walking." 

"But  you  went  for  a  ride — the  stable-men  told  me." 

"I  believe  that  is  true,  Captain." 

"And  your  horse  was  l)rought  home  half  an  hour 
ago  by  a  strange  fellow  who  saluted  like  a  soldier  when 
I  spoke  to  him,  but  refused  to  understand  my  Eng- 
lish." 

"Well,  they  do  say  English  isn't  very  well  taught  at 
West  Point,  Captain,"  slie  replied,  pulling  off  her 
gloves.  "You  oughtn't  to  blame  the  polite  stranger  for 
his  courtesy." 

"I  believe  you  have  been  up  to  some  mischief,  Shir- 
ley. If  you  are  seeing  that  man  Armitage — " 

"Captain !" 
i    "Bah !  What  are  you  going  to  do  now  ?' ' 

"I'm  going  to  the  ball  with  you  as  soon  as  I  can 


ill! 


I 


THE   FIRST    EIDE   TOGETITEU         STo 
change  my  gown.    I  suppose  father  and  mother  have 


gone. 


'They  have— for  whicli  you  should  be  grateful !" 
Captain  Claiborne  lighted  a  cigar  and  waited. 


ClIAPTKlt  XXI 
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Tin;  coMKDV  ur  a  siii;i:i'iou> 

A  glanco.  a  word — and  joy  or  iiain 
Befalls;  what  was  no  nioro  shall  lif. 

How  slight  the  links  arc  in  thu  ihaiu 
That  binds  us  to  our  destiny! 

— y.  IJ.  Ahlrich. 

Oscar's  eye,  roaniiii;,'  tlie  landsraiio  as  lu'  left  Sliirliv 
Claiborne  and  started  fnr  the  l)iin;:ali)\v,  >\vept  the  iiji- 
land  C'lailiorne  aire-  and  rested  upon  a  niovin;,'  sliauuw. 
lie  drew  nin  under  a  elunip  of  wild  cherry-lrt'es  at  the 
roadsidu  and  waited.  Several  hundred  yar(l>  away  lay 
the  Claiboruc  sheupfold,  with  a  Ijroad  pasture  rising  be- 
yond. A  shadow  is  not  a  thing  to  be  igntjred  liy  a  man 
trained  in  the  niceties  of  seouting.  O.-uar,  satisfying 
himself  that  substance  lay  l;e!iind  the  shadow,  dismount- 
ed and  tied  his  horse.  Then  he  bent  low  over  the  stone 
wall  and  watched. 

"It  is  the  big  fellow — yes?  He  is  a  stealer  of  sheep, 
as  I  might  have  known."' 
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Zniai  was  only  a  dim  figure  against  tbc  dark  meadow, 
wliich  he  was  slowly  crossiug  from  thu  side  farthest 
from  the  Clailu.rne  house.  He  stopped  several  times  as 
thou-h  uncertain  of  liis  whereabouts,  and  liien  clambered 
over  a  stone  wall  that  formed  one  side  of  the  sluepfold, 
passed  it  and  strode  on  toward  0:-ear  and  the  road. 

"It  is  mischief  that  l»rings  him  from  tlie  hills — 
vesr"  Oscar  relheted,  glancing  up  and  down  the  high- 
way. Faintly— very  softly  through  the  night  ho  heard 
the  orelustra  at  the  hotel,  playing  for  the  dance.  The 
little  soldi«T  unbuttoned  his  coat,  drew  the  revolver  from 
his  beh,  t'li'l  thrust  it  into  his  coat  pocket.  Zuiai  was 
drawing  nearer,  advancing  rapi<l!y,  now  that  he  had 
gained  his  l)eaiings.  At  the  wall  Oscar  r.»sc  suddenly 
and  greeted  him  in  mockingly-courteous  tones: 

'•Good  evening,  my  friend ;  it's  a  line  evening  for  a 

walk." 

Zmai  drew  hack  and  growled. 

"Let  me  pass,"  he  said  in  his  dilhcult  German. 

"It  is  a  long  wall;  there  should  be  no  ditticulty  in 
passing.  This  country  is  much  freer  than  Servia— 
yes?"  and  Oscar's  tone  was  pleasantly  conversa- 
tional. 

Zmai  put  his  hand  on  the  wall  and  prepared  to  vault. 
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"A  moment  only,  comrade.  You  seem  to  be  in  a 
hurry;  it  must  bo  a  business  that  l)rlngs  you  from  the 
mountains — yes?" 

'"I  have  no  time  for  yon,"  snarled  the  Servian.  'T)0 
gone!"  and  he  sliook  himself  impatiently  and  again  put 
his  hand  on  the  wall. 

'"One  should  not  be  in  too  much  haste,  eomrade ;" 
and  Oscar  thrust  Zmai  back  with  his  fmger-tips. 

The  man  yielded  and  ran  a  few  steps  out  of  the  clump 
of  trees  and  sought  to  escape  there.  It  was  clear  to 
Oscar  that  Zmai  was  nut  anxious  to  penetrate  c'oser  to 
the  Claiborne  house,  whose  garden  extended  quite  near. 
He  met  Zmai  promptly  and  again  thrust  him  back. 

"It  is  a  message — yes  ?"  asked  Oscar. 

"It  is  my  all'air,"  blurted  the  big  fellow.  "I  mean 
no  harm  to  you." 

"It  was  you  that  tried  the  knife  on  my  body.  It  is 
much  quieter  than  shooting.  You  have  the  knife — 
yes?" 

The  little  soldier  whipped  out  his  revolver. 

"In  which  pocket  is  the  business  carried?  A  letter 
undoubtedly.  They  do  not  trust  swine  to  carry  words— 
Ah!" 

Oscar  dropped  below  the  wall  as  Zmai  struck  at  him ; 
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when  he  iDokcd  up  a  moment  hiter  the  Servian  was 
ninuing  back  over  tlio  meadow  toward  the  sheepfold. 
Oscar,  an^^y  at  the  ea.-e  with  whiih  tlie  Servian  had 
evaded  liiui,  leaped  tli.  M  and  set  o(T  after  the  big 
fellow,  lie  was  quite  su.  that  the  man  hore  a  written 
message,  and  eiiually  sure  that  it  must  he  of  importaiu> 
to  his  employer.  He  clutched  his  revolver  tight,  brought 
up  liis  elbows  for  greater  ease  iu  runuing,  and  sped 
after  Zmai,  now  a  blur  on  the  starlighted  sheep  pas- 
ture. 

The  slope  was  gradual  and  a  pretty  feature  of  the 
landscape  by  day;  but  it  afforded  a  toilsome  path  for 
runners.  Zmai  already  realized  tliat  he  had  blundered 
in  not  forcing  the  wall ;  he  was  running  uphill,  with  a 
group  of  sheds,  another  wall,  and  a  still  steeper  and 
rougher  field  beyond.  His  bulk  told  against  him;  and 
behind  him  he  heard  the  quick  thump  of  Oscar's  feet  on 
the  turf.  The  starlight  grew  dimmer  through  tracts 
of  white  pcud ;  the  surface  of  the  pasture  was  rougher 
to  the  feet  than  it  appeared  to  the  eye.  A  hound  in  the 
Claiborne  stable-yard  bayed  suddenly  and  the  sound 
echoed  from  the  surrounding  houses  and  drifted  off 
toward  the  sheepfold.  Then  a  noble  music  rose  from 
the  kennels. 
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Captiiiii    ('luil)orno,    wnitinfr   for   lii^   t'i^ti'i*   f>u   tho 
vonimlH.  liKikr.l  towar.l  tlic  stablos,  listening'. 

/riini  ai'proiKlic'.l  thf  sliofp-^lirils  rapi.Ily,  with  ntill 
a  liuiKlrcil   yard-   t"   traviTS(>  l.cynml   tliom  before  he 
shoiiM  riiU.Ii  tli<"  pasture  wall.    II i>  ra,<ro  nt  thus  being 
driven  by  a  small  man  for  whom  lie  had  ?reat  contempt 
(lid  not  help  liis  wind  or  stimulate  the  flight  of  his 
heavy  legs,  and  he  saw  now  tliat  he  woiib^  lessen  the  nar- 
rowing margin  between  himself  and  his  pursuer  if  ho 
swerved  to  the  right  to  cl.ar  the  sheds.    He  suddenly 
slaekened  his  paee,  and  with  a  vicious  tug  settled  his 
wool  hat  more  firndy  upon  his  small  skidl.    He  went 
now  at  a  dog  trot  and  Oscar  was  closing  upon  him 
Tapidlv;  then,  quite  near  the  sheds,  Zmai  wheeled  about 
and  charged  his  pursuer  headlong.    At  the  moment  he 
turned,  Oscar's  revolver  bit  keenly  into  the  night.  Cap- 
tain Claiborne,  looking  toward  the  slope,  saw  the  flash 
before  the  hounds  at  the  stables  answered  the  report. 

At  the  shot  Zmai  cried  aloud  in  his  curiou:-ly  small 
voice  and  clapped  his  hands  to  his  head. 

"Stop ;  T  want  the  letter !"'  shouted  Oscar  in  German. 
The  man  turned  slowly,  as  though  dazed,  and,  with  a 
hand  still  clutching  his  head,  half-stumbled  and  half- 
ran  toward  the  sheds,  with  Oscar  at  his  heels. 
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Clniltomc  cnllc'l  <->  the  ni"-'n.  >t;il.l<'-iiun  to  >\\\'u'[  the 
.lojrs,  suiitilicil  n  lantern,  nn.l  ran  away  llimu-h  tlio 
,,rr-rn!a  to  tin'  .'n.I  nf  tli.'  jranlrn  an.l  thence  into  the 
pn4nre  l.evon.l.  Mnunvliile  Osear,  Ihinkin-  Zniai  h.i.lly 
liiirt,  .li.l  not  lire  a.L'nin,  hut  lliin.u'  hinwelf  upon  the 
f,.no\vV  hroiic!  -lunii.I.Ts  iuul  .lown  thev  crashed  n^rain.4 
the  door  of  the  nearest  jH-n.  Zniai  swerved  and  shook 
liimseir  freo  \vhiU'  he  fiercely  cursed  his  foe.  Oscar's 
hands  4ipi)ed  on  the  fellow's  hot  hlood  that  rau  from  a 
lonjr  (  rease  in  the  side  of  his  head. 

As  tliev  fell  the  pcii  door  snapped  free,  and  out  into 
the  starry  pasture  thronged  the  frightened  sheep. 

*'The  h'tter— give  nie  the  letter!"  conunaTid<'d  Oscar, 
his  face  dose  to  the  Servian's.  He  di.1  not  know  liow 
hadly  the  num  was  injured,  hut  lie  was  nrxious  to  com- 
plete his  husiness  and  he  ..IV.  Still  the  si  ep  came  hud- 
dling through  the  hroken  door,  acro.-^  the  prostrate  m.-n, 
and  scampered  av.ay  into  tl;e  o],en.  Captain  Claihoruc, 
running  toward  the  fold  with  his  lant.Tn  and  not  look- 
ing for  obstacles,  stumhled  over  their  hewildercd  ad- 
vance guard  and  plungcHl  headlong  into  the  gray  fleeces. 
Meanwhile  into  the  pockets  of  his  prostrate  foe  went 
Oseur's  hands  with  no  result.  Then  he  remem'.ered 
the  man's  gesture  in  pulling  the  hat  close  upon  his  ears, 
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and  oft  came  tlio  li;it  an.l  witli  it  a  hlooiWtaincd  onvcl- 
opo.  Tlio  last  shoop  in  the  pen  Irnopcd  out  and  z  Hoped 
toward  it;;  comrades, 

Oscar,  making  ofl'  willi  llio  letter,  plunged  into  the 
rear  g\iard  of  the  sheep,  fell,  stuml)led  to  his  feet,  and 
confronted   Captain   Claihornc   as  that   gentleman,   in 
soiled  evening  dress,  fum1)Ied  for  his  lantern  and  swore 
in  language  unbecoming  an  ollicer  and  a  gentleman. 
"Damn  the  sheep!*'  roared  Claihorne. 
"It  is  sliecp— yes  ?■'  and  Oscar  started  to  holt. 
"Halt  1" 

The  authority  of  the  tone  rang  familiarly  in  Oscar's 
cars.  Ho  had,  after  considerahlc  tril)ulation,  learned  to 
stop  short  when  an  oflieer  spoke  to  him,  and  the  gentle- 
man of  the  sheepfold  stood  straight  in  the  starlight 
and  spoke  like  nn  otlicer. 

"What  in  the  devil  are  you  doing  here,  and  who  fired 
that  shot?"' 

Oscar  saluted  and  summoned  his  best  English, 
"it  was  an  accident,  s'  ."' 

"Why  arc  you  running  and  why  did  you  fire?  Un- 
derstand you  are  a  trespasser  here,  and  1  am  going  to 
turn  you  over  to  the  constable." 

"There  was  a  sheep-stcaler— yes  ?  He  is  yonder  by  the 
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-and  we  had  some  little  fightiug;  but  ho  is  not 


''1 


pons- 

dead — no  ?"' 

At  tliat  momont  r'lail)ornc's  oyc 


burlv  figure  rising  an( 


oauglit  sight  of  a 
il  threshing  about  by  tUi  broken 


'We  sliall 


pen  door. 

'•Tliat  is  the  sheep-stealer,"  sail  Oscar. 

catch  him — yes  ?"' 

Zniai  ])oered  toward  them  uncertainly  for  a  moment; 
then  turned  iibruplly  and  ran  toward  the  road.  Oscar 
started  (o  cut  oil'  bis  retreat,  but  C'lail)()rne  caught  the 
sergeant  l)y  the  slioulder  and  flung  him  back. 

'•One  of  you  at  a  time !  They  can  turn  the  hounds  on 
the  other  rascal.  \Miat's  that  you  have  there:  Give  it  to 
me — quick  I"' 

"It's  a  piece  of  wool — " 

But  Claiborne  snatched  the  paper  from  Oscar's  hand, 
an<l  commanded  the  man  to  march  ahead  of  him  to  the 
house.  So  over  the  meadow  and  through  the  pergola 
they  went,  across  the  veranda  and  into  the  library. 
The  power  of  army  discipline  was  upon  Oscar;  if  Clai- 
liorne  had  not  been  an  oiTicer  he  would  have  run  for  it  in 
the  garden.  As  it  was,  he  was  taxing  his  wits  to  find 
some  way  out  of  his  predicament.  He  had  not  the 
slightest  idea  as  to  what  the  paper  might  bo.   He  had 


sii 

i  \\ 

HI 


■■if 


<  '1, 

'if? 

I 


11. 


i  ii 


r     « 

iHit 


4,1 


284        THE   PORT   OF   BUSSING   MEX 

riskod  his  lifo  to  sccuro  it,  and  now  tlm  cniiuplod, 
blnod-stainoil  ])apor  liad  boon  takon  away  from  him  by 
a  person  whom  it  could  not  interest  in  any  way  what- 
ever. 

Ho  Idinkod  nndor  Claiborne's  sharp  scrutiny  as  they 
faced  each  otlier  in  the  library. 

'•You  arc  the  man  who  brought  a  horse  back  to  our 
stable  an  hour  ago.*' 

"Yes,  sir." 

"You  have  been  a  soldier." 

'•In  the  cavalry,  sir.  I  have  my  discharge  at  homo." 

"\niere  do  you  live  ?" 

"I  work  as  teamster  in  the  coal  mines — yes? — they 
are  by  Lamar,  sir." 

Claiborne  studied  Oscar's  erect  figure  carefully. 

"Let  me  sco  your  hands,"  he  commanded ;  and  Oscar 
extended  his  palms. 

"You  are  lying;  you  do  not  work  in  the  coal  mines. 
Your  clothes  are  not  those  of  a  minor;  and  a  discharged 
soldier  doesn't  go  to  digging  coal.  Stand  where  you  are, 
and  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you  if  you  try  to  bolt." 

Claiborne  turned  to  the  table  with  the  envelope.  It 
was  not  sealed,  and  he  took  out  the  plain  sheet  of  note- 
paper  on  which  was  written: 
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CABLEGRAM 


WiNKEI.RTET),  YlKN'XA. 

Not  later  than  Friday. 


ClIAUVF.XET. 


ClaibovTio  read  and  ro-read  tlic?o  eight  word^;  then  ho 
«pol<t^  hliintly  to  O^car, 
"Wluro  did  you  got  this?" 
"Fr.in  the  hat  of  the  shoop-stoalor  up  > 
'•Who  y  hP  and  where  did  ho  get  it?" 


ondor. 


"T  dou't  \<\ww. 


sir.    lie  was  o 


[  Servin,  and  thoy  arc 


an  u 


:lv  race — vos 


ou  <:oin<^  to  do  with  tlie  paper' 


"Wlmi  were  y 
Oscar  grinnod. 

'•If  T  could  road  it— yes ;  I  might  know;  but  if  Aus- 
tria is  in  the  paper,  then  it  is  mischief;  and  mayhe  it 
would  he  murder;  vrho  knows?" 

Claiborne  looked  frowningly  from  the  paper  to  Os- 
car's tranf[uil  eyes. 

"Dick!"  called  Shirley  from  the  hall,  and  she  ap- 
peared in  the  doorway,  drawing  on  her  gloves;  but 
piiiised  at  seeing  Oscar. 

"Shirley,  I  caught  this  man  in  the  shcopfold.    Did 

you  ever  see  him  before  ?" 
"I  think  not,  Dick." 
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"It  was  he  that  hrought  your  hor^;c  home.*' 

"To  he  sure  it  is!  I  hadn't  re  riiizod  him.  Thank 
you  very  much  ;''  and  she  smiled  n'  Osr-ar. 

Dick  frowned  fiercely  and  referred  again  to  the  paper. 

"Where  is  !^^onsieur  C'hauvenet — have  you  any  idea?"' 

"If  he  isn't  at  tlie  hotel  or  in  Washington,  I'm  sure  I 
don't  know.  If  wo  are  g'>ing  to  the  dance — " 

"Plague  the  d.ince !  T  heard  a  shot  in  tlie  sheep  pas- 
ture a  hit  ago  and  ran  nut  to  find  this  fellow  in  a  row 
with  another  mai;,  who  got  away.'' 

"I  heard  the  sho':  and  the  dogs  from  my  window.  You 
seem  to  have  heen  in  a  fuss,  too,  from  the  looks  of  your 
clothes  ;■'  and  Shirley  sat  down  and  smoothed  her  gloves 
with  provoking  coolness. 

Dick  sent  Oscar  to  the  far  end  of  the  lihrary  with  a 
gesture,  and  held  up  the  mesf  .tge  for  Shirley  to  read. 

"Don't  touch  it  I"  he  exclaimed  ;  and  when  she  nodded 
her  head  in  sign  that  she  had  read  it,  he  said,  speaking 
earnestly  and  rapidly : 

"I  suppose  I  have  no  right  to  hold  this  message;  I 
must  scud  the  man  to  the  hotel  telegraph  olTice  with  it. 
But  where  is  Chauvcnet?  What  is  his  'ousiness  in  the 
valley  ?  And  wliat  is  the  link  between  Vienna  and  these 
hills?-' 
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"Don't  you  know  what  you  are  doing  here?"  she 
asked,  and  ho  flushed. 

«1  know  what,  I.nt  not  ii-hy!"  he  bhirtcd  irritably; 

"but  tliat's  enough '."' 

"You  know  that  Baroi.  von  Marhof  war.l>  to  find  ^Ir. 
John  Armitago;  Init  you  don't  know  why." 

"I  have  my  orders  and  I'm  going  to  find  him,  if  it 

takes  ten  years." 

Shirley  nodded  and  clasped  her  fingers  together.  Her 
elbow,-  resting  on  the  high  arms  of  her  chair  caused  her 
cloak  to  flow  sweepingly  away  from  her  shoulder^.  At 
the  end  of  the  room,  with  his  bark  to  the  portieres,  stood 
Oscar,  immovable.  Claiborne  reexamined  the  message, 
and  extended  it  again  to  Shirley. 

"There's  no  doubt  of  that  being  Chauvcnet's  writing, 

is  there  ?" 

«T  think  not,  Dick.  I  have  had  notes  from  him  now 
and  then  in  that  hand.  He  has  taken  pains  to  write  this 
with  unusual  distinctness.'' 

The  color  brightened  in  her  cheeks  suddenly  as  she 
Ifoked  toward  Oscar.  The  curtains  behind  him  swayed, 
hut  so  did  the  curtain  back  of  her.  A  :\ray-time  lan- 
guor had  crept  into  the  heart  of  April,  and  all  the  win- 
dows were  open.   The  blurred  murmurs  of  insects  stole 
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into  tlio  house.  O.-car,  half-forgotten  hy  liis  captor, 
hoard  a  soiuul  in  the  win(hj\v  lieliind  him  aiid  a  hand 
touclud  liim  througli  tlio  curtain. 

C'hiibonie  cruiupled  the  paper  impatiently. 

''Sliirli'V,  you  are  against  nic!  J  believe  you  have  poon 
Armitngc  here,  and  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what  you  know 
of  him.  It  irf  not  like  you  to  shield  a  scamp  of  an  ad- 
venturer— an  iniknown,  fjue^itionable  character.  He  has 
followed  vou  to  this  vallev  and  will  involve  you  in  his 
affairs  without  the  slightest  compunction,  if  he  can.  It's 
mo>t  infamous,  outrageous,  and  when  I  find  him  I'm 
going  to  thrash  him  within  an  inch  of  his  life  before  I 
turn  liim  over  to  Marhof !"' 

Shirley  laughed  for  the  first  time  in  their  interview, 
and  rose  and  placed  her  hands  on  her  brother's  shoul- 
ders. 

"Do  it,  Dir-k!  He's  undoubtedly  a  wicked,  a  terribly 
wicked  and  dangerous  character." 

"I  tell  you  I'll  find  him,"  he  said  tensely,  putting  uj) 
his  hands  to  hers,  where  they  rested  on  his  shoulders. 
She  laughed  and  kissed  him,  and  when  her  hands  fell 
to  her  side  the  message  was  in  her  gloved  fingers. 

"I'll  help  you,  Dick,"  she  said,  buttoning  her  glove. 

"Tliafs  like  you,  Shivley." 
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"If  you  wiiiil  in  find  "Mr.  Armitagc — " 

"Of  course  I  want  to  fiud  bim — '   His  voice  rose  to 


a  roar. 


''I  a  on  turn  around;  Mr.  x\rinitago  is  just  behind 
you!" 

"Yo>;  I  needed  my  man  for  other  busine??,"  said  Ar- 
mitapo,  foldiiig  bis  arms,  "and  as  you  were  very  mucb 
occupied  I  made  free  with  the  rear  veranda  and  changed 
places  with  bim." 

Claiborne  walked  slowly  toward  him,  the  anger  glow- 
ing in  his  face. 

"You  are  worpe  than  I  thought — ea\osdroppcr,  house- 
breaker !" 

"Yes;  T  am  b-^th  those  things,  Captain  Claiborne. 
But  I  am  also  in  a  great  hurry.  What  do  you  want  with 
me?" 

"You  are  a  rogue,  an  impostor — " 

"We  will  gi-ant  tliat,"  said  Armitagc  quietly.  "Where 
is  your  warrant  for  my  arrest  ?"' 

"That  will  be  forthcoming  fast  enough !   I  want  you 
to  understand  that  I  have  a  personal  grievance  against 
you." 
"It  must  wait  until  day  after  to-morrow,  Captain 
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Claiborno.  T  will  lonie  to  you  licio  or  whcrovcr  you  pay 
on  the  (l.iy  aftor  to-morrow." 

Arniitaj.'o  spoke  with  a  dcliluTate  sharp  dooision  that 
was  not  Ihi'  tone  of  a  rofjue  or  a  fiijjjitivc.  A-'  ho  spoke 
lie  ailvantrd  until  he  fait'd  ('lail)ornc  in  tlu  center  of 
the  rooni.  Shirley  still  stood  hy  t!ie  window,  holding  the 
soiled  paper  in  her  hand.  She  had  witnessed  the  change 
of  men  at  the  end  of  the  room ;  it  had  touched  her  hu- 
mor; it  had  been  a  joke  on  her  brother;  but  she  felt 
that  the  night  had  brought  a  crisis:  she  could  not  con- 
tinue to  shield  a  man  of  whom  she  knew  nothing  save 
that  he  was  the  ol)ject  of  a  curious  enmity.  Tier  idle 
prayer  that  her  own  land's  commonplace  sordidncss 
might  be  obscured  by  the  glamour  of  Old  World  ro- 
mance came  back  to  her;  she  '  ad  been  in  touch  with  an 
adventure  that  was  certainly  proving  fruitful  of  diver- 
sion. The  coup  de  tlnatrc  by  which  Armitage  had  taken 
the  place  of  his  servant  had  amused  her  for  a  moment ; 
but  she  was  vexed  and  angry  now  that  he  had  dared 
come  again  to  the  house. 

"You  are  under  arrest,  ^Ir.  Armitage;  I  must  detain 
}'ou  here,"  said  Claiborne. 

"In  Ameri  ! — in  free  Virginia — without  legal  pro- 
Ci  -?"  asked  Armitage,  laughing. 
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"You  arc  a  housebreaker,  that  is  enough.    Shirley, 
please  po !"' 

'•Yon  wore  not  ("Ictachcd  from  the  army  to  find  a 
liouseltreaker.  lint  I  will  niako  your  work  easy  for  you 
—day  after  to-uiorrow  1  will  present  myself  to  you  wher- 
ever you  say.  lUii  now — that  caltle  messa-re  whieh  my 
man  found  in  your  slieep  j)asture  is  of  importance.  I 
nuist  tmulile  you  to  nad  it  to  me." 
"Xol"  shouted  Claihorne. 
Arniitagc  drew  a  step  nearer. 

'•You  must  take  my  word  for  it  that  matters  ot  im- 
portance, of  far-reaching  conseijuencc,  hang  upon  that 
message.  I  must  know  what  it  is."' 

'Tou  eeri.iinly  have  nuignifieent  cheek!  T  am  going 
to  take  that  paper  to  Baron  von  ^larliof  at  once." 

"Do  so !— hut  I  must  know  first !  Baron  von  ^larhof 
and  T  are  on  the  same  side  in  this  business,  but  he  doesn't 
understand  it,  and  it  is  clear  you  don't.  Give  mc  the 
message !" 

He  spoke  commandingly,  his  voice  thrilling  with  ear- 
nestness, and  jerked  out  his  last  words  witii  angry  impa- 
tience. At  the  ?ame  moment  he  and  Claiborne  stepped 
toward  each  other,  with  their  hands  clenched  at  their 
sides. 
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"I  don't  like  your  tono.  Mr.  Arnutii;;e!*' 

"I  don't  like  to  uso  that  tono.  Captain  Claiborne." 

Sliir]«  V  walked  quickly  to  the  talde  and  put  down  the 
inc-sa^'o.  Tiicn,  ^'oinjr  to  the  door,  sIio  paused  as  tliou^h 
l)y  an  al'tcrthouffht,  and  repeated  quite  slowly  the  words: 

"Winkelrieu — Vieuuu — not  later  than  Friday — Cliau- 
venet." 

'"Shirley!"  roared  Claiborne. 

John  Aniiitaire  l)owed  to  the  already  vacant  doorway; 
then  Itoiuided  into  the  hall  out  upon  the  veranda  and 
ran  through  the  garden  to  the  side  gate,  where  Oscar 
waited. 

Half  an  hour  later  Captain  Claiborne,  after  an  inter- 
view with  Baron  von  Marliof,  turned  his  horse  toward 
the  hills. 
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So,  exultant  of  licuit,  with  fioiit  towiml   the  bridges  of 
battle. 

Sat  thty  the  whole  night  long,  aii.l  the  flics  that  they  kin- 
dled were  many. 

E'en  as  the  stars  in  her  train,  with  the  moon  as  she  walketh 
in  splendor. 

Blaze  forth  bright  in  the  heavens,  on  niuhta  when  the  wolkiu 
is  breathless, 

Nights  when  tlie  mountain  peaks,  their  jutting  cliffs,  and 
the  valleys, 

All  are  disclosed  to  the  eye,  and  above  thera  the  fathomless 
ether 

Opens  to  star  after  star,  and  glad  is  the  heart  of  the  shep- 
herd— 

Such  and  so  many  the  fires  'twixt  the  ships  and  the  streams 
of  the  Xanthus 

Kept  ablaze  by  the  Trojans  in  front  of  the  darkening  city. 

Over  the  plains  were  burning  a  thousand  fires,  and  beside 
them 

Each  sat  fifty  men  in  the  firelight  glare;  and  the  horses. 

Champing  their  fodder  and  barley  white,  and  instant  for 
action, 

Stood  by  the  chariot-side  and  awaited  the  glory  of  morning. 
The  Iliad:  TrannJation  of  Prentiss  Cummings. 

"In  Vienna,  Friday!" 

"There  should  be  great  deeds,  my  dear  Jules;"  and 
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Monsieur  Duriiiul  adjiistcil  tlic  \vi(k  of  n  smoking  bras^s 
laiiij)  tliiit  Iiiiiii:  .-iisiu'iiili'il  from  tlio  ci'ilin-,'  of  a  room 
of  tlif  inn.  -tore  anil  pnst-ollici'  at  I-amar. 

'•Mcanwiiilo,  this  iK-ing  l)ut  Wcihu>ilay,  \\v  have  our 
work  to  do." 

"Wl.icli  is  not  -'■>  >ii!ii)Io  aftor  all,  as  one  studies  tlif 
situation.  Mr.  ArnutaLe  i-  lierc.  (juitc  uilliin  nacli.  We 
suspeet  liim  of  \>v\U'j:  a  |>er^oii  of  di-tinction.  He  evinceil 
uuusual  interest  in  a  certain  doeuniout  that  was  once  in 
your  own  haml* — '* 

"Our  own  hands,  if  you  -would,  be  accurate!*' 

"You  are  caplious:  liut  ;:ranted  so,  we  niusl  get  them 
hack.  The  gentleinan  I-  dwelling  in  a  hungalow  on  thi; 
mountain  side,  for  greater  convenience  in  watching 
<'vents  and  wooing  the  lady  of  his  heart's  desire.  We 
employed  a  clumsy  clown  to  i)ut  him  out  of  the  world; 
but  h  ■  dies  hard,  and  now  we  have  got  to  get  rid  of  him. 
r.ut  if  he  hasn't  the  jiapers  on  his  ch)thes  then  you  have 
this  pleasant  scheme  for  kidnapjting  him,  getting  him 
down  to  your  steamer  at  Baltimore  and  cruising  with 
him  until  he  is  ready  to  come  to  terms.  The  American 
air  has  done  much  for  your  imagination,  my  dear  Jule<  ; 
or  possibly  the  altitude  of  the  hills  has  over-stimulated 
it." 
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"You  arc  not  the  fool  you  look,  my  dear  niinuKl.  You 
have  actually  taken  a  pretty  fair  ;.;ii-i>  of  the  situation." 

"Hut  tiic  adorable  youn^r  laily.  ilie  fair  Matlemoi- 
selle  Claibomo, — what  beeome-  v\  her  in  tlie>e  tran-- 
actions?" 

"That  is  none  of  your  alTair,"'  rejiliKl  Chauvpnot, 
frowninf'  "I  am  (luite  (out.'i't  witli  my  proi^re^s.  T 
have  not  flnishoil  in  that  matter." 

"Xoithcr,  't  would  seem,  has  Mr.  John  Armilapo! 
But  I  am  quite  well  satisfied  to  leave  it  to  ynu.  Tn  a  few 
days  we  shall  know  much  more  than  we  ilo  now.  I  sli.  aid 
ho  happier  if  you  were  in  charp'  in  Vienna.  A  false 
step  there— ugh!  I  hesitate  to  thiid<  of  the  wretched 
mess  there  would  be." 

"Trust  Winkelried  to  do  his  full  <luty.  You  must  not 
forget  that  the  acute  Stroehel  now  >Keps  the  long  sleep 
and  that  many  masses  luue  a'  uly  lieeu  said  for  the  ro- 
pose  of  his  intre[iid  soul." 

"The  splendor  of  our  undertaking  is  enough  to  draw 
his  ghost  from  the  grave.  Ugh!  By  this  time  Zmai 
should  have  filed  our  cablegram  nt  the  Springs  r.nd  got 
your  mail  at  the  hotel.  T  hope  y^u  have  not  misplaced 
your  confidence  in  the  operator  there.  Cominr  back,  ov^ 
giant  must  pass  Armitage's  house." 
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'"Trust  liim  to  imss  it  I  11  is  ciicoiiiittTs  witli  Annitago 
have  not  lioen  t(.  bis  civilit."' 

The  two  men  were  {lr('>s(.>(l  in  ronph  clothiCs,  as  for 
an  outing,  and  iu  spile  oi'  tiic  liabituiil  trilling  tone  of 
tluir  talk,  tln'v  wore  a  ~erioii>  air.  niuMniVs  eyes  danced 
with  fxciteniont  and  lie  twi.-ted  his  nuistaclio  nervously. 
C'hauvcnct  had  gone  to  Vi'a^hington  to  i  leet  Durand,  to 
get  from  him  news  of  the  progress  of  the  conspiracy 
in  Vienna,  and,  not  least,  to  borate  hijn  for  crossing  the 
Atlantic.  "I  do  not  re i aire  watching,  my  dear  Durand," 
ho  had  said. 

"A  man  in  love,  deare.st  Jules,  sometimes  forgets;" 
but  they  bad  gone  into  the  Virginia  hills  amicably  and 
were  cpiartered  with  ilie  po-tmaster.  They  waited  now 
for  Zmai,  whom  ibey  had  sent  to  the  Springs  with  a 
message  and  to  get  Chauvenet's  mail.  xVrmitage,  they 
had  learned,  used  the  Lamar  telegraph  office  and  they 
had  decided  to  car:      'leir  business  elsewhere. 

While  they  waitt  ui  the  bare  upper  room  of  the  inn 
for  Zmai,  the  big  Scrv:;-  amped  up  the  mountain  side 
with  an  aching  head  and  a  heart  heavy  with  dread.  The 
horse  he  had  left  tied  in  a  thicket  when  he  plunged  down 
through  the  Claiborne  place  had  broken  free  and  run 
away ;  so  that  he  must  now  trudge  back  afoot  to  report 
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to  his  niii.tor?.   He  hud  mado  a  mess  of  his  errands  and 
nearly  lost  his  life  besides.   The  bullet  from  Oscar's  re- 
volver lu.d  cut  a  noat  furrow  in  his  sralp,  which  was 
jrrowinjr  sore  and  stiiF  as  it  ceased  bleeding.    He  would 
undoubtedly  be  dealt  with  harshly  by  C'hauvenet  and 
Durand,  but  ho  knew  that  the  sooner  he  reported  his 
calamities  the  better;  so  he  stumbled   toward   Lamar, 
pausing  at  times  to  clasp  hi>  small  bead  in  bis  great 
hands.   "When  he  passed  tlie  wild  tangle  that  hid  Armi- 
tage"s  l)ungalow  lu'  paused  and  curse<l  the  t'.vo  occupants 
in  his  own  dialect  with  a  fierc;  vile  tongnie.  It  was  near 
midnight  when  he  reached  th(>  taxerii  and  climbed  the 
rickety  stairway  to  the  room  where  the  two  men  waited. 
Chauvenet  opened  the  door  at  his  approach,  and  they 
cried  aloud  as  the  great  figure  appeared  before  them  and 
the  lamplight  fell  ui>on  his  dark  blood-smeared  face. 
"The  letters !"  snapped  Chauvenet. 
"Is  the  message  safe?"'  demanded  Durand. 
"Lost;  lost;  they  are  lost!    I  lost  my  way  and  ho 
nearly  killed  lue  — the  little  soldier —as  I  crossed  a 

strange  field." 

\Mien  they  had  jerked  the  truth  from  Zmai,  Chauve- 
net flung  open  the  door  and  bawled  through  the  house 
for  the  innkeeper. 
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"Ilorpos;  saddle  our  two  horses  <|uick — and  got  an- 
other if  you  have  to  steal  it,"  lie  screamed.  Then  he 
turned  into  the  room  to  curne  Zmai,  while  Durand  with 
a  towel  and  water  sought  to  case  the  ache  in  the  big  fel- 
low's head  and  cleanse  his  face. 

''So  that  beggarly  little  servant  did  it,  did  he?  Tie 
stole  that  paper  T  had  given  you,  did  he?  Wliat  do  you 
imagine  I  brought  you  to  this  country  for  if  you  are  to 
let  two  stupid  fools  i)lay  with  you  as  though  you  were  a 
clown  ?" 

The  Servian,  on  h.is  knees  before  Durand,  suffered  the 
torrent  of  abuse  meekly,  lie  was  a  scoundrel,  hired  to 
do  murder;  and  his  vilification  by  an  angered  employer 
did  not  greatly  trou1)lc  him,  particularly  since  he  under- 
stood little  of  Chauvenet's  rapid  German. 

In  half  an  hour  Chauvenet  was  again  in  a  fury,  learn- 
ing at  Lamar  that  the  operator  had  gone  down  the  road 
twenty  miles  to  a  dance  and  would  not  be  back  until 


morning. 


The  imperturbable  Durand  shivered  in  the  night  air 
and  ^irodded  Chauvenet  with  ironies. 

"We  have  no  time  to  lose.  That  message  must  go  to- 
night.   You  may  be  sure  Monsieur  Armitage  will  not 
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pond  it  for  u.-.    vonio,  we've  got  to  go  down  to  Storm 
Spring?.'' 

They  rode  away  in  llie  starlight,  leaving  the  postmas- 
ter alarmed  and  wondering.  Cl'aiivonet  and  Burand 
were  well  mounted  on  horse?  that  Chauvenot  had  sent 
into  the  hills  in  advance  of  his  own  coming.  Zmai  rode 
grim  and  silent  on  a  clumsy  plow-horse,  which  was  the 
best  the  publican  could  find  for  him.  The  knife  was  not 
the  only  weapon  he  had  known  in  Sorvia ;  he  carried  a 
potato  sack  across  his  saddle-bow.  Chauvenot  and  Du- 
rand  sent  him  ahead  to  set  the  pace  with  his  inferior 
mount.  They  talked  together  in  low  tones  as  they  fol- 
lowed. 

"He  is  not  so  big  a  fool,  this  Armitagc,"  remarked 
Durand.  "He  is  quite  deep,  in  fact.  I  wish  it  were  he 
we  are  trying  to  establish  on  a  throne,  and  not  that  piti- 
ful scapegrace  in  Vienna." 

"I  gave  him  his  chance  down  there  in  the  valley  and 
he  laughed  at  me.  It  is  quite  possible  that  he  is  not  a 
fool ;  and  quite  certain  that  he  is  not  a  coward." 

"Then  ho  would  not  be  a  safe  king.  Our  young  friend 
in  Vienna  is  a  good  deal  of  a  fool  and  altogether  a  cow- 
ard. We  shall  have  to  provide  him  with  a  spine  at  his 
coronation." 
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"If  wp  fail — '"  bo^iin  Cliaiivonot. 
"You  si]<r,2'''<t  n  fruitful  hut  implonsnnt  topic.  If  we 
fail  we  shall  be  fortunate  if  wo  roach  the  liospitablo 
shorcfi  of  tho  Araoniino  for  future  rc>i(loiicc.  Pari.^  and 
Vienna  would  not  know  u?  again.  If  Winkolriod  suc- 
ceeds in  Vienna  and  wo  lose  here,  where  do  we  arrive?" 
"We  arrive  quite  whore  ^Fr.  Armitage  chooses  to  land 
us.  He  is  a  gentleman  of  resources;  he  has  money;  ho 
laughs  cheerfully  at  mi -adventures;  ho  has  had  you 
watched  by  the  shrewdest  eyes  in  Europe, — and  you  arc 
considered  a  hard  man  to  Iceop  track  of,  my  dear  Du- 
rand.  And  not  least  important, — ho  h.as  to-night 
snatched  away  that  little  cablegTam  that  was  the  signal 
to  Winkolriod  to  go  ahead.  He  is  a  very  annoying  and 
vexatious  person,  this  Armitage.  Even  Zmai,  whoso 
knife  made  him  a  terror  in  Scrvia,  seems  unable  to  copo 
with  him." 

"And  the  fair  daughter  of  the  valley — " 
"Pish !  We  are  not  discussing  tho  young  la'"'y.'' 
"I  can  understand  how  unpleasant  tho  subject  must 
be  to  you,  my  dear  Jules,  ^^liat  do  you  imagine  she 
knows  of  Monsieur  Armitage?  If  he  is  tho  man  we  think 
he  is  and  a  possible  heir  to  a  great  throne  it  would  be 
impossible  for  her  to  marry  him." 
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'•His  titstos  an^  (IcmotTiitio.    In  Afoutana  he  is  quite 
popul.ir."' 

Duraii.l  flull,^'  away  his  eigarotto  and  hiughcd  sud- 
denly. 

'•'Has  it  oecurrcMl  to  yon  that  this  whole  affair  is  de- 
cidedly annwin-?  liore  wo  are,  in  ono  of  the  free  Amer- 
ican states,  ahout  to  turn  a  card  tliat  will  dethrone  a 
king,  il  we  are  lucky.  And  here  is  a  man  we  are  trying 
to  get  out  of  tlic  way— a  man  wv  might  make  king  if  ho 
\s-cre  not  a  fool !  In  America !  It  touches  my  sense  of 
humor,  my  di-ir  Julo-  !" 

An  excliimation  from  Zmai  arrested  them.  The  Serv- 
ian jerked  up  his  horse  and  they  were  instantly  at  his 
side.  They  had  reached  a  point  near  the  hunting  pre- 
serve in  the  main  highway.  Tt  was  ahout  lialf-past  one 
o'clock,  an  hour  at  which  Virginia  mountain  roads  are 
usually  free  of  travelers,  and  they  had  been  sending 
tlieir  horses  along  as  briskly  as  the  uneven  roads  and  the 
pace  of  Zmai".s  laggard  beast  permitted. 

The  bent  of  a  horse's  hoofs  could  be  heard  quite  dis- 
tinctly in  the  road  ahead  of  them.  The  road  tended 
downward,  and  the  strain  of  the  ascent  was  marked  in 
the  approaching  animal's  walk ;  in  a  moment  the  three 
men  heard  the  horse's  quick  snort  of  satisfaction  as  it 
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readied  levelcr  ground;  then  scenting  the  otlier  animals, 
it  tlirew  up  it^  head  and  neighed  slirilly. 

In  the  dusk  of  starlight  Durand  saw  Zmai  dismount 
and  felt  the  Servian's  big  rough  hand  touch  his  In  pass- 
ing the  bridle  of  his  horse. 

"Wait !"  said  the  Servian. 

The  horse  of  the  unknown  paused,  neighed  again,  and 
refused  to  go  farther.  A  man's  deep  voice  encouraged 
him  in  low  tones.  The  horses  of  Chauvonot's  party 
danced  about  restlessly,  responsive  to  the  nervousness  of 
the  strange  beast  before  them. 

"Who  goes  there?" 

The  strangei's  horse  was  quiet  for  an  instant  and  the 
rider  had  forced  him  so  near  that  the  beast's  up-reined 
head  and  the  erect  shoulders  of  the  horseman  were  quite 
clearly  defined. 

"Who  goes  there?"  shouted  the  rider;  while  Chauve- 
net  and  Durand  bent  their  eyes  toward  hi.n,  their  hands 
tight  on  their  bridles,  and  listened,  waiting  for  Zmai. 
They  heard  a  sudden  rush  of  steps,  the  impact  of  his 
giant  body  as  he  flung  himself  upon  the  shrinking  horse ; 
and  then  a  cry  of  alarm  and  rage.  Chauvenet  slipped 
down  an'!  ran  forward  with  the  quick,  soft  glide  of  a 
cat  and  caught  the  bridle  of  the  stranger's  horse.   The 
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horscm.ni  struggled  in  Zniai's  great  ariiif?.  and  his  beast 
plunged  wildly.  Xo  words  passed.  The  rider  had  kicked 
liis  feet  out  of  the  stirrups  and  gripped  the  horse  hard 
with  his  legs.  His  arms  were  flung  up  to  protect  his 
head,  over  which  Zmai  tried  to  force  the  sack. 
"The  knife  ?"  bawled  the  Servian. 
"Xo !"'  answered  Chauvcnet. 

"The  devil!"  yelled  the  rider;  and  dug  his  spurs  into 
the  rearing  beast's  flanks. 

Chauv^iict  held  on  valiantly  with  both  hands  to  the 
horse's  Head.  Once  the  frightened  beast  swung  him  clear 
of  the  ground.  A  few  yards  distant  Durand  sat  on  his 
own  horse  and  held  the  l)ridles  of  the  others.  He  soothed 
the  restless  animals  in  low  tones,  the  light  of  his  cigar- 
ette shaking  oddly  in  the  dark  with  the  movement  of 
his  lips. 

The  horse  ceased  to  plunge ;  Zmai  held  its  rider  erect 
with  his  left  arm  while  the  right  drew  the  sack  down 
over  the  head  and  shoulders  of  the  prisoner. 

"Tie  him,"  said  Chauvenet ;  and  Zmai  buckled  a  strap 
about  the  man's  arms  and  bound  them  tight. 

The  dust  in  the  bag  caused  the  man  inside  to  cough, 
but  save  for  the  one  exclamation  he  had  not  spoken. 
Chauvenet  and  Durand  conferred  in  low  tones  while 
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Zniai  drew  out  a  totlior  strap  and  snapped  it  to  tlio  curb- 
bit  of  tlie  raptive's  horse. 

"Tlic  Mlow  takes  it  i»retty  coolly,"'  remarked  Du- 
rand,  lighting  a  fresh  cigareiie.  "What  are  ynu  going 
to  do  with  him  r" 

"\Vc  will  take  him  to  liis  own  place — it  is  near — and 
coax  tlie  papers  oat  of  him;  tlien  we'll  find  a  precipice 
and  toss  him  over.   It  is  a  simjile  'natter.*' 

Zniai  handed  C'hanveiiei  the  revolver  he  had  taken 
from  the  silent  man  on  the  horse. 

"I  am  ready,""  lie  reported. 

"Go  ahead;  we  follow;""  and  they  sl:,rlod  towai'd  tlic 
bungalow,  Zmai  riding  heside  the  taptivi  and  holding 
fast  to  the  led-horse.  Where  the  road  was  smooth  they 
sent  the  horses  forward  at  a  sniart  troi;  hut  the  captive 
accepted  the  gait;  he  found  thr'  stirrups  .igaiii  and  sat 
his  saddle  straight.  lie  coughed  n^w  and  then,  l)ui  the 
hemp  sack  was  sulFiL-iently  porous  to  i^ivc  him  a  little 
air.  As  they  rode  off  his  silent  suhmissiou  caused  Du- 
rand  to  ask : 

"Are  you  sure  of  the  man,  my  dear  Jules?" 

"Undoubtedly.  1  didn"t  get  a  s<|uare  look  at  him,  but 
he's  a  geuilcman  i)y  the  quality  of  his  clothes.  He  is  the 
same  build ;  it  is  not  a  plow-horse,  but  a  thoroughbred 
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he's  riding.    The  gentlemen  of  the  valley  arc  iu  their 
beds  long  ago." 

"Would  that  wo  were  in  ours !  The  spring  nights  are 
cold  in  these  hills !" 

'The  work  is  nearly  done.  The  little  soldier  is  yet  to 
reckon  with ;  hut  we  are  three ;  and  Zinai  did  quite  well 
with  the  potato  -^^""k."' 

Chauvenct  ro(lo  iilicad  and  addressed  a  few  words  to 
Zmai. 

"The  little  man  must  he  found  before  we  finish. 
There  mu-t  he  no  mistake  about  it.'' 

They  exercised  greater  caution  as  they  drew  nearer 
the  wood  that  concealed  the  bungalow,  and  Chauvenet 
dismounted,  open(>d  the  gate  and  set  a  stone  against  it 
to  insure  a  ready  egress ;  then  they  walked  their  horses 
lip  the  driveway. 

Admonished  by  Chauvenet,  Durand  threw  away  his 
cigarette  M'ith  a  sigh. 

"You  arc  convinced  this  is  the  wise  course,  dearest 

Jules  ?" 

"Be  quiet  and  keep  your  eyes  open.  There's  the 
house." 

He  halted  tlie  party,  dismounted  and  crept  forward 
to  the  bungalow.    lie  circled  the  veranda,  found  the 
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blinds  open,  and  peered  into  the  long  lonnging-room, 
where  a  few  embers  smoldered  in  llio  broad  firoplace,  and 
an  oil  lamp  ^hed  a  faint  light.  One  man  they  held  cap- 
tive; the  other  was  not  in  sight;  ChauvenetV  courage 
rose  at  the  prospect  of  easy  victory.  He  tried  the  door, 
found  it  unfastened,  and  with  his  revolver  ready  in  his 
hand,  threw  it  open.  Then  he  walked  ;]owIy  toward  the 
table,  turned  the  wick  of  the  lamp  liigh,  and  surveyed 
the  room  carefully.  The  doors  of  the  rooms  that  opened 
from  the  apartment  stood  ajar;  he  followed  the  wall 
cautiously,  kicked  them  open,  peered  into  the  room 
where  Armitage's  things  were  scattered  al)Out,  and  found 
his  iron  bed  empty.  Then  he  walked  quickly  to  the 
veranda  and  summoned  the  others. 

"Bring  him  in !"  he  said,  without  taking  his  eyes  from 
the  room. 

A  moment  later  Zmai  had  lifted  the  silent  rider  to 
the  veranda,  and  flung  him  across  the  threshold.  Du- 
rand,  now  aroused,  fastened  the  horses  to  the  veranda 
rail. 

Chauvenet  caught  up  some  candles  from  the  mantel 
and  lighted  them. 

"Open  the  trunks  in  those  rooms  and  be  quick ;  I  will 
join  you  in  a  moment ;"  and  as  Durand  turned  into  Ar- 
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mitago'f^  room,  Cliauvonct  peered  again  into  the  other 
Jiamhcrs,  caUed  once  or  twice  in  a  low  tone;  then 
turned  to  Zinai  and  the  prisoner. 
'•Take  off  the  bag,"  ho  coinnianded. 
Chauvcnet  studied  tlie  lines  of  the  erect,  silent  figure 
as  Zmai  loosened  the  strap,  drew  o(T  the  hag,  and  stepped 
back  toward  the  table  on  which  he  had  laid  his  revolver 
for  easier  access. 

"Mr.  John  Amitage — " 

Cliauvenet,  his  revolver  half  raised,  had  begun  an 
ironical  speech,  but  the  words  died  on  his  lips.  The  man 
who  stood  Ijlinking  from  the  sudden  burst  of  light  was 
not  John  Armitage,  but  Captain  Claiborne. 

The  perspiration  on  Chiiborne's  face  had  made  a  paste 
of  the  dirt  from  the  potato  sack,  which  gave  him  a  weird 
appearance.  He  grinned  broadly,  adding  a  fantastic  hor- 
ror to  his  visage  which  caused  Zmai  to  leap  back  toward 
the  door.  Then  Chauvcnet  cried  aloud,  a  cry  of  anger, 
which  brought  Durand  into  the  hall  at  a  jump.  Clai- 
borne shrugged  his  shoulders,  shook  the  blood  into  his 
numbed  arms ;  then  turned  his  besmeared  face  toward 
Durand  and  laughed.  He  laughed  long  and  loud  as  the 
stupefaction  deepened  on  the  faces  of  the  two  men. 
The  objects  which  Durand  held  caused  Claiborne  to 
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stare,  ami  tli.Mi  lii'  1  uiltIhiI  i'.irain.  DiitMiid  liail  raugliL 
up  from  a  linnk  in  Aimilairc's  rocm  a  Idack  elouk,  so 
l')iij.' tliiit  it  (railnl  at  hiiulli  Irnia  Iiis  aims,  it-  nd  liii- 
iii-,'  jrlowiiij:  ln-i.-htlv  wluiv  it  I;iy  airaiu-t  the  oiittr 
black.  From  Ww  fold-  of  tlic  clonk  a  >\von1,  jiluckcil 
from  11  trunk,  iln>|i|tcii  ii|ii)u  tlio  lloor  with  a  ulcam  of 
its  I»ri;:ht  scuMianl.  In  !ii<  ri'^ht  haiul  lie  lull  a  .-ilvcr 
liox  of  orders,  aiid  a<  his  arm  fell  at  the  si-hi  of  Clai- 
horiic,  tlie  gay  ribbons  and  gkaiuiug  peudanis  flashed 
to  tlic  floor. 

"It  is  not  Armitape ;  we  have  made  a  mistake  !*'  mut- 
tered Chauvenet  tamely,  his  eyes  falling'  I'rom  Clai- 
borne's face  to  the  cloak,  the  sword,  the  tangled  heap  of 
ribbons  on  the  floor. 

Durand  stepped  forward  with  an  oath. 

"Who  is  the  man?"  lie  demanded. 

"It  is  my  friend  C'aptiiin  CI  liw^rne.  We  owe  the  gen- 
tleman an  apology — "  (.liar,' .tici  luajn. 

'"You  put  it  mildly,""  tried  <  IiilM.i  .i"  in  I-jiLdi^h.  his 
back  to  tlie  firei)lacc',  lii-  :;rnis  liNKd,  and  ihe  >iuile 
gone  from  liis  face.  '"I  (Lm't  know  yiiur  eoinp.uiioBs, 
Monsieur  Chauvenet,  'mi  you  -rf-n*  in-lined  to  the 
gentle  art;-  of  kidiuippiug  and  murde'-.  Keally,  Mon- 
sieur— " 
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"It  is  a  tniHtnkf!  It  U  unpardonable!  I  fun  only 
ofTcr  you  rt'puratiou — anything  you  ask,"  -tammcrcd 
Cliauvcuet. 

"You  arc  looking  for  John  Annitapp,  are  you?"'  do- 
mandttl  Chiibdriu'  hotly,  without  hecdiujr  C'hauvcnot's 
wordw.  "Mr.  Arniitaj-'o  is  not  here;  he  was  in  Storm 
Springs  to-night,  at  my  house.  Ho  is  a  hravo  gentleman, 
and  I  warn  you  that  you  will  injure  him  at  your  peril. 
You  may  kill  nie  here  or  strangle  me  or  stiek  a  knifo 
into  me,  il  you  will  he  better  satisfied  that  way;  or  you 
may  kill  him  and  hide  his  body  in  these  hills;  but,  by 
God,  there  will  be  no  escape  for  you !  The  highest  pow- 
ers of  my  government  know  tliat  I  am  here ;  Baron  von 
Marhof  know  s  that  I  am  here.  I  have  an  engagement  to 
breakfast  with  Baron  von  ^larhof  at  his  house  at  eight 
o'tl(K'k  in  the  morning,  and  if  I  am  not  there  every 
ageney  of  the  government  will  be  put  to  work  to  find 
you,  Mr.  Jules  Chauvcnet,  and  these  other  scoundrels 
who  travel  with  you." 

"You  are  violent,  my  dear  sir — "  began  Durand, 
whose  wits  were  coming  back  to  him  much  quicker  than 
Chauvenet's. 

"I  am  not  as  violent  as  I  shall  be  if  I  get  a  troop  of 
cavalry  from  Fort  ^lyer  down  here  and  hunt  you  like 
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rabbits  througli  the  bilk.    And  I  advise  you  to  cable 
Winkclried  at  Vienna  that  the  game  is  all  off !"' 

Chauvenet  suddenly  jumped  toward  the  table,  the  re- 
volver still  swinging  at  arm's  length. 

"You  know^  too  much !" 

"I  don't  know  any  more  than  Armitage,  and  Baron 
von  !Marhof  and  my  father,  and  the  Honorable  Secre- 
tary of  State,  to  say  nothing  of  the  et^ually  Honorable 
Secretary  uf  War.*' 

Claiborne  stretched  out  his  arms  and  rested  them 
along  the  shelf  of  the  mantel,  and  smiled  with  a  smile 
which  the  dirt  on  hi?  face  weirdly  accented.  His  hat 
was  gone,  his  short  hair  rumpled ;  he  dug  the  bricks  of 
the  hearth  with  the  toe  of  his  riding-boot  as  an  em- 
phasis of  his  contentment  with  the  situation. 

'TTou  don't  understand  the  gravity  of  our  labors. 
The  peace  of  a  great  Empire  is  at  stake  in  this  busi- 
ness. We  are  engaged  on  a  patriotic  mission  of  great 
importance." 

It  was  Durand  who  spoke.  Outside,  Zmai  held  the 
horses  in  readiness. 

"You  are  a  fine  ppir  of  patriots,  T  swear,"  said  Clai- 
borne. "What  in  the  devil  do  you  want  with  John  Armi- 
tage?" 
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"lie  is  a  menace  to  a  great  throne — an  impostor 
—a—" 

Cliauvenet's  eyes  swept  willi  a  swift  glance  the  cloak, 
the  sword,  the  scattered  orders.  Claiborne  followed  the 
man's  gaze,  but  ho  looked  quickly  toward  Durand  and 
Chauvenet,  not  wishing  them  to  &ec  that  the  sight  of 
these  things  puzzled  him. 

"Pretty  trinkets!  But  such  games  as  yours,  these 
pretty  baubles — arc  not  for  these  free  hills." 

"Where  is  John  Armitage?" 

Chauvenet  half  raised  his  right  arm  as  ho  spoke  and 
the  steel  of  his  revolver  flashed. 

Claiborne  did  not  move;  he  smiled  upon  them,  re- 
crossed  his  logs,  and  settled  his  back  more  comfortably 
against  the  mantel-shelf. 

"I  really  forget  where  he  said  he  would  be  at  this 
hour.  He  and  his  man  may  have  gone  to  Washingtoi:, 
or  they  may  have  started  for  Vienna,  or  they  may  be  m 
conference  with  Baron  von  ^tarhof  at  my  father's,  or 
they  may  be  waiting  for  you  at  the  gate.  The  Lord  only 
knows !" 

"Come ;  we  waste  time."  said  Durand  in  French.  "It 
is  a  trap.  We  must  not  be  caught  here !" 
*Tes ;  you'd  better  go,"  said  Claiborne,  yawning  and 
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Ri'ttling  himself  in  a  new  pose  witli  his  back  still  to  the 
firoi)lace.  "I  don't  believe  Armitage  will  care  if  I  use 
his  bungalow  occasionally  duhng  my  sojourn  in  the 
hills;  and  if  }0u  will  be  so  kind  as  to  leave  my  horse 
well  tied  out  there  somewhere  I  believe  I'll  go  to  bed. 
I'm  sorry,  ^Ir.  Chauvenet,  that  I  can't  just  remember 
who  introduced  you  to  me  and  my  family.  I  owe  that 
person  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  bringing  so  pleasant  a 
scoundrel  to  my  notice." 

He  stepped  to  the  table,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and 
bowed  to  them. 

"Good  nig' it,  and  clear  out,"  and  he  waved  his  arm 
in  dismissal. 

"Come!"  said  Durand  peremptorily,  and  as  Chauve- 
net hesitated,  Durand  seized  him  by  the  arm  and  pulled 
him  toward  the  door. 

As  they  mounted  and  turned  to  go  they  saw  Claiborne 
standing  at  the  table,  lighting  a  cigarette  from  one  of 
the  candles.  He  walked  to  the  veranda  and  listened  until 
he  was  satisfied  that  they  had  gone;  then  went  in  and 
closed  the  door.  He  picked  up  the  cloak  and  sword  and 
restored  the  insignia  to  the  silver  box.  The  sword  he 
examined  with  professional  interest,  running  his  hand 


THE    PRISOXER   AT   THE    BUNGALOW    ;U;5 

over  the  embossed  scabbard,  then  drawing  the  bright 
blade  and  trying  its  balance  and  weight. 

As  he  held  it  thus,  heavy  steps  sounded  at  the  rear  of 
the  house,  a  door  was  flung  open  and  Armitage  sprang 
into  the  room  with  Oscar  close  at  his  heels. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE  VERGE  OF  MOBNINO 

O  to  mount  again  wbere  erst  I  haunted; 
Where  the  old  red  hills  are  bird-enchanted. 
And  the  low  green  meadows 
Bright  with  sward; 
And  when  even  dies,  the  million-tinted. 
And  the  night  has  come,  and  planets  glinted, 
Lo!  the  valley  hollow, 
Lamp-bestarr'd. 

—R.  L.  8. 

"1  hope  you  like  my  things,  Captain  Claiborne !" 

Armitage  stood  a  little  in  advance,  his  hand  on  Os- 
car's arm  to  check  the  rush  of  the  little  man. 

Claiborne  sheathed  the  sword,  placed  it  on  the  table 
and  folded  his  arms. 

"Yes ;  they  are  very  interesting." 

"And  tha«e  ribbons  and  that  cloak, — I  assure  you  they 
are  of  oxccllont  quality.  Oscar,  put  a  blanket  on  this 
gentleman's  horse.  Then  make  some  coffee  and  wait." 

As  Oscar  closed  the  door,  Armitage  crossed  to  the 
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table,  flung  down  his  gauntlets  and  hat  and  turned  to 
Claiborne. 

"I  didn't  expect  this  of  you ;  I  really  didn't  expect  it. 
Xow  that  you  have  found  me,  what  in  the  devil  do  you 
want?" 

"I  don't  know— I'll  be  damned  if  I  know!"  and  Clai- 
borne grinned,  so  that  the  grotesque  lines  of  his  soiled 
countenance  roused  Arraitage's  slumbering  wrath. 

"You'd  better  find  out  damned  quick!  This  is  my 
busy  night  and  if  you  can't  explain  yourself  I'm  going 
to  tie  you  hand  and  foot  and  drop  you  down  the  well  till 
I  finish  ray  work.  Speak  up !  What  are  you  doing  on 
my  grounds,  in  my  house,  at  this  hour  of  the  night,  pry- 
ing into  my  affairs  and  rummaging  in  my  trunks?" 

"I  didn't  come  here,  Armitage ;  I  was  brought— with 
a  potato  sack  over  my  head.  There's  the  sack  on  the 
floor,  and  any  of  its  dirt  that  isn't  on  my  face  must  be 
permanently  settled  in  my  lungs." 

"What  ar.  you  doing  up  here  in  the  mountains — why 
are  you  not  at  your  station?  The  potato-sack  story  is 
pretty  flimsy.  Do  better  than  that  and  hurry  up !" 

"Armitage"— as  he  spoke,  Claiborne  walked  to  the 
table  and  rested  his  finger-tips  on  it— "Armitage,  you 
and  I  have  made  some  mistakes  during  our  short  ac- 
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quaintanco.  T  will  toll  you  frankly  that  T  have  hlown 
hot  and  cold  about  you  as  I  never  did  before  with  an- 
other man  in  my  life.  On  the  ship  coming  over  and 
when  I  met  you  in  Washington  I  thought  well  of  you. 
Then  your  damned  cigarette  case  shook  my  confidence 
in  you  there  at  the  Army  and  Navy  Club  that  night; 
and  now — " 

"Damn  my  cigarette  case !"  bellowed  Armitage,  clap- 
ping his  hand  to  his  pocket  to  make  sure  of  it. 

"That's  what  I  say !  But  it  was  a  disagreeable  situa- 
tion,— you  must  admit  that." 

"It  was,  indeed !" 

"It  requires  some  nerve  for  a  man  to  tell  a  cireum- 
stantial  story  like  that  to  a  tableful  of  gentlemen,  about 
one  of  the  gentlemen !" 

"Xo  doubt  of  it  whatever,  Mr.  Claiborne." 

Armitage  unbiittoned  his  coat,  and  jerked  back  the 
lapels  impatiently. 

"And  I  know  as  much  about  ^Monsieur  Chauvcnet  as 
I  did  about  you,  or  as  I  do  about  you !" 

"WTiat  you  know  of  him,  Mr.  Claiborne,  is  of  no  con- 
sequence. And  what  you  don't  know  about  me  would 
fill  a  large  volume.  How  did  you  get  here,  and  what  tlo 
you  propose  doing,  now  that  you  are  here?  I  am  in  a 
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hurry  and  have  no  time  to  waste.  If  I  can't  get  any- 
thing satisfactory  out  of  you  within  two  minutes  I'm 
going  to  chuck  you  back  into  the  sack." 

"I  came  up  here  in  the  hills  to  look  for  you — you — 
you — !  Do  you  understand?"  began  Claiborne  angrily. 
"And  as  I  was  riding  along  the  road  about  two  miles 
from  here  T  ran  into  three  men  on  horseback.  When  T 
stopped  to  parley  with  them  and  find  out  what  they  were 
doing,  they  crept  up  on  me  and  grabbed  my  horse  and 
put  tl'.at  sack  over  my  head.  They  had  mistaken  me 
for  you;  and  they  brought  me  here,  into  your  house, 
and  pulled  the  sack  off  and  were  decidedly  disagreeable 
at  finding  they  had  made  a  mistake.  One  of  them  had 
gone  in  to  ransack  your  effects  and  when  they  pulled  off 
the  bag  and  disclosed  the  wrong  hare,  he  dropped  his 
loot  on  the  floor ;  and  then  I  told  them  to  go  to  the  devil, 
and  I  hope  they've  done  it!  When  you  came  in  I  was 
picking  up  your  traps,  and  I  submit  that  the  sword  is 
handsome  enough  to  challenge  anybody's  ej'c.  And 
there's  all  there  is  of  the  story,  and  I  don't  care  a  damn 
whether  you  believe  it  or  not." 

Their  eyes  were  fixed  upon  each  other  in  a  gaze  of 
anger  and  resentment.   Suddenly,  Armitage's  tense  fig- 
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urc  relaxed;  the  fierce  light  in  his  eyes  gave  way  to  a 
gleam  of  humor  and  he  laughed  long  and  loud. 

"Your  face — your  face,  Claiborne;  it's  funny.  It's 
too  funny  for  any  use.  When  your  teeth  show  it's  some- 
thing ghastly.  For  God's  sake  go  in  there  and  wash 
your  face !" 

He  made  a  light  in  his  own  room  and  plied  Claiborne 
with  towels,  while  he  continued  to  break  forth  occasion- 
ally in  fresh  bursts  of  laughter.  When  they  went  into 
the  hall  both  men  were  grave, 

"Claiborne—" 

Armitage  put  out  his  hand  and  Claiborne  took  it  in  a 
vigorous  clasp. 

"You  don't  know  who  I  am  or  what  I  am;  and  I 
haven't  got  time  to  tell  you  nov  .  It's  a  long  stor}- ;  and 
I  have  much  to  do,  but  I  swear  to  you,  Claiborne,  that 
my  hands  are  clean;  that  the  game  I  am  playing  is  no 
affair  of  my  own,  but  a  big  thing  that  I  have  pledged 
myself  to  carry  through.  I  want  you  to  ride  down  there 
in  the  valley  and  keep  Marhof  quiet  for  a  few  hours; 
tell  him  I  know  more  of  what's  going  on  in  Vienna  than 
he  does,  and  that  if  he  wiU  only  sit  in  a  rocking-chair 
and  tell  you  fairy  stories  till  morning,  we  can  all  be 
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happy.    Is  it  a  barf?ain — or— must  I  still  hang  your 
lioad  down  the  well  till  T  get  through?" 

"Marhof  may  go  to  the  devil !  He's  a  lot  more  mys- 
terious than  even  you,  Armitagc.  These  fellows  that 
l)rought  me  up  here  to  kill  me  in  the  belief  that  I  was 
you  can  not  he  friends  of  ^Marhof's  cause." 

"Tlicy  are  not ;  I  assure  you  they  arc  not !  They  are 
blackguards  of  (lie  bla^'kost  dye." 

"I  boliovc  you.  Annitago." 

"Tliank  you.  Now  your  horse  is  at  the  door — ^run 
along  like  a  good  fellow.'' 

Armitage  dived  into  his  room,  caught  up  a  cartridge 
belt  and  reappeared  buckling  it  on. 

"Oscar !"  he  yelled,  "bring  in  that  coffee — with  cups 

for  two." 

He  kicked  off  his  boots  and  drew  on  light  shoes  and 

leggings. 

"Light  marching  orders  for  the  rough  places.  Con- 
found that  buckle." 

Ho  rose  and  stamped  his  feet  to  settle  the  shoes. 

"Your  horse  is  at  the  door ;  that  rascal  Oscar  will  take 
off  the  blanket  for  you.  There's  a  bottle  of  fair  whisky 
in  the  cupboard,  if  you'd  like  a  nip  before  starting. 
Bless  me  1  I  forgot  the  coffee !  There  on  the  table,  Os- 
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car,  and  never  mind  the  ehair^,"  he  addc-d  us  Oscar  came 
in  with  a  tin  pot  and  the  cup8  on  a  piece  of  plank. 

"I'm  taking  the  riflo,  Oscar;  and  be  sure  those  re- 
volvers  are  loaded  with  the  real  goods." 

There  was  a  great  color  in  Armitage's  face  as  ho  strode 
about  preparing  to  leave.  His  eyes  danced  with  excite- 
ment, and  between  tlie  sentences  that  he  Jerked  out  half 
to  himself  he  whistled  a  few  bars  from  a  comic  opera 
that  was  making  a  record  run  on  Broadway.  His  steps 
rang  out  vigorously  from  the  bare  pine  floor. 

"Watch  the  windows,  Oscar;  you  may  forgive  a  gen- 
oral  anything  but  a  surprise-isn't  that  so,  Claiborne^- 
and  those  follows  must  be  pretty  mad  by  this  time.  Ex- 
cuse  the  coffee  service,  Claiborne.  Wc  always  pour  the 
sugar  from  the  paper  bag-original  package,  you  under- 
stand  And  see  if  you  can't  find  Captain  Claiborne  a 
hat,  Oscar — " 

With  a  tin-cup  of  steaming  coffee  in  his  hand  he  sat 
on  the  table  dangling  Ws  legs,  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his 
head,  the  cartridge  bolt  strapped  about  his  waist  over  a 
brown  corduroy  huntingn^oat.  He  was  in  a  high  mood, 
and  chaffed  Oscar  as  to  the  probability  of  their  break- 
fasting  another  morning.  "If  we  die,  Oscar,  it  shall  be 
m  a  good  cause  I" 
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He  tlirow  aside  Iii>  cup  with  a  olalttT,  juinpod  down 
and  caught  the  sword  from  tho  tahUs  I'xainiucd  it  criti- 
cally, then  shcathod  it  with  a  click. 

Claiborne  had  watched  Arinitnire  with  a  jrrowing  im- 
patience; he  resented  the  idea  of  heiii^'  thus  ignored; 
then  he  put  his  hand  roughly  on  Arniitage's  shoulder. 

Armitage,  intent  with  his  own  affairs,  had  not  looked 
nt  Claiborne  for  several  minutes,  but  ho  glanced  at  him 
now  as  though  ju<t  recalling  a  duty. 

"Lord,  man!  I  didn't  mean  to  throw  you  into  tho 
road !  There's  a  clean  bed  in  there  that  you're  welcome 
to— go  in  and  get  some  sleep." 

"I'm  not  going  into  the  valley,"  roared  Claiborne, 
"and  I'm  not  going  to  bed ;  I'm  going  with  you,  damn 
you!" 

"But  bless  your  soul,  man,  you  can't  go  with  me ;  you 
are  as  ignorant  as  a  babe  of  my  affairs,  and  I'm  terribly 
busy  and  hr- "  no  time  to  talk  to  you.  Oscar,  that  coffee 
scalded  me.  Claiborne,  if  only  I  had  time,  you  know, 
but  under  existing  circumstances — " 

"I  repeat  that  I'm  going  with  you.  I  don't  know  "why 
I'm  in  this  row,  and  I  don't  know  what  it's  all  about, 
but  I  believe  what  you  say  about  it ;  and  I  want  you  to 
understand  that  I  can't  be  put  in  a  bag  like  a  prize 
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potato  without  taking  a  whack  at  the  man  v.ho  put  mo 

there/' 

'■But  if  you  should  jrot  hurl,  C'liiihorno,  it  wouhl  spoil 
nn'  plans.  1  ncvor  could  face  your  family  again,"  said 
Annitagc  earncslly.  "Take  your  Iioim-  and  go." 

"I'm  going  l)ack  to  the  valley  when  you  do." 

"Humph  1  Drink  your  cofTee:  Oscar,  bring  out  the 
rest  of  the  artillery  and  give  Captain  Claiborne  his 
choice." 

He  picked  up  his  sword  again,  flung  the  blade  from 
the  scabbard  wiUi  a  >\vislu  and  cut  Ihe  air  with  it,  hum- 
ming a  few  bars  of  a  German  drinking-song.  Then  he 
broke  out  with : 

"I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  active-valiant  or  more  valiant-young. 
More  daring  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  speak  it  to  my  shame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry; — 

*^X)rd,  Claiborne,  you  don't  know  what's  ahead  of  us! 
It's  the  greatest  thing  that  ever  happened.  I  never  ex- 
pected anything  like  this— not  on  my  cheerfulcst  days. 
Dearest  Jules  is  out  looking  for  a  telegraph  office  to  pull 
off  the  Austrian  end  of  the  rumpus.  Well,  little  good  it 
will  do  him !  And  we'll  catch  him  and  Durand  and  that 
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Servian  tlcvil  and  lock  them  up  here  till  Marhof  decides 
what  to  do  with  him.  We're  off !" 
"All  ready,  sir ;"  ^aid  Oscar  briskly. 
'•'It's  half-past  two.  They  didn't  get  of!  their  message 
at  Lamar,  because  the  office  is  closed  and  the  operator 
gone,  and  they  will  keep  out  of  the  valley  and  away  from 
the  big  inn,  because  they  arc  rather  worried  by  this  time 
and  not  anxious  to  got  too  near  ^larhof.  They've  prob- 
ably decided  to  go  to  the  next  station  below  Lamar  to 
do  their  telegraphing.  Meanwhile  they  haven't  got  mc!" 
"They  had  me  and  didn't  want  me,"  said  Claiborne, 
mounting  his  own  horse. 

"They'll  have  a  good  many  things  they  don't  want  in 
the  next  twenty-four  hours.  If  I  hadn't  enjoyed  this 
business  so  much  myself  we  might  have  had  some  secret 
service  men  posted  all  along  the  coast  to  keep  a  lookout 
for  them.   But  it's  been  a  great  old  lark.   And  now  to 

catch  them !" 

Outside  the  preserve  they  paused  for  an  instant. 

"They're  not  going  to  venture  far  from  their  base, 
which  is  that  inn  and  post-ofiice,  where  they  have  been 
rummaging  my  mail.  I  haven't  studied  the  hills  for 
nothing,  and  I  know  short  cuts  about  here  that  are  not 
on  maps.  They  haven't  followed  the  railroad  north,  be- 
cause the  valley  broadens  too  much  and  there  are  too 
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many  people.  There's  a  trail  up  here  that  goes  over  the 
ridge  and  down  through  a  wind  gap  to  a  settlement 
about  five  miles  siouth  of  Lamar.  If  I'm  guessing  right, 
we  can  cut  around  and  get  ahead  of  thcni  and  drive  them 
back  here  to  my  land."' 

"To  the  I'ort  of  Missing  Men !  It  was  made  for  the 
business,"  said  Claiborne. 

"Oscar,  patrol  the  road  here,  and  keep  an  eye  on  the 
bungalow,  and  if  you  hear  us  forcing  them  down,  charge 
from  this  side.  1*11  fire  twice  when  I  get  near  the  Port 
to  warn  you ;  and  if  you  strike  them  first,  give  the  same 
signal.  Do  bo  careful.  Sergeant,  how  you  shoot.  We 
want  prisoners,  you  understand,  not  corpses." 

Armitage  found  a  faint  trail,  and  with  Clailwrnc 
struck  oir  into  the  forest  near  tlie  main  gate  of  his  own 
grounds.  In  less  than  an  hour  they  rode  out  upon  a  low- 
wooded  ridge  and  drew  up  their  panting,  sweating  horses 
— two  shadowy  videttes  against  the  lustral  dome  of 
stars.  A  keen  wind  whistled  across  the  ridge  and  the 
horses  pawed  the  unstable  ground  restlessly.  The  men 
jumped  down  to  tighten  their  saddle-girths,  and  they 
turned  up  their  coat  collars  before  mounting  again. 

"Come !  We're  on  the  verge  oi  morning,"  said  Anni- 
tage,  "and  there's  no  time  to  lose." 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

THE   ATTACK   IN'   TIIP:   ROAD 

Cowards  and  laggards  fall  back;  but  alert  to  the  saddle. 
Straight,  grim  and  abreast,  vaulf  our  weather-worn  gallop- 
ing legion, 
With  a  stirrup-cup  each  to  the  one  gracious  woman  that 

loves  him. 

— Louise  Imogen  Ouiney. 

^'There's  an  abamlonod  lumber  camp  down  hero,  if 
I'm  not  mistaken,  and  if  we've  made  the  right  turns  wc 
ought  to  be  south  of  Lamar  and  near  the  railroad." 

Armitage  passed  his  rein  to  Claiborne  and  plunged 
down  the  steep  road  tc  reconnoiter. 

''It's  a  strange  business,"  Claiborne  muttered  half- 

aloud. 

The  cool  air  of  the  ridge  sobered  him,  but  he  re- 
viewed the  events  of  the  night  without  regret.  Kvery 
young  officer  in  the  service  would  on\7  him  this  adven- 
ture. At  military  posts  scattered  across  the  continent 
men  whom  he  knew  well  were  either  abroad  on  duty,  or 
slept  the  sleep  of  peace.  He  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  paling 
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stars.  Before  long  bugle  and  morning  gun  would  an- 
nounce the  new  day  at  points  all  along  the  seaboard. 
His  West  Toint  comrades  were  scattered  far,  and  the 
fancy  seized  him  that  the  bugle  brought  them  together 
every  day  of  their  liv(  s  as  it  sounded  the  morning  calls 
that  would  so<  11  bigin  echoing  down  the  coast  from 
Kennebec  Arsenal  and  Fort  Prclile  in  Maine,  through 
Myer  and  Monroe,  to  MePhcrson,  in  Georgia,  and  back 
through  Niagara  and  Wayne  to  Sheridan,  and  on  to 
Einggold  and  Koliiuson  and  Crook,  zigzagging  back  and 
forth  over  mountain  and  plain  to  the  Pacific,  and  thence 
ringing  on  to  Alaska,  and  echoing  again  from  Hawaii 
to  lonely  outposts  in  Asian  seas. 

He  was  so  intent  with  the  thought  that  he  hummed 
reveille,  and  was  about  to  rebuke  himself  for  unsoldierly 
behavior  on  duty  when  Armitage  whistled  for  him  to  ad- 
vance. 

"It's  all  right ;  they  haven't  passed  yet.  I  met  a  rail- 
road track-walker  down  there  and  he  said  he  had  seen 
no  one  between  here  and  Loniar.  Xow  they're  handi- 
capped by  the  big  country  horse  they  had  to  take  for 
that  Servian  devil.  ..id  wo  can  push  them  as  hard  as  we 
like.  We  must  get  them  beyond  Lamar  before  we  crowd 
them ;  and  don't  forget  that  we  want  to  drive  them  into 
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my  land  for  the  round-up.    I'm  afraid  we're  going  to 
have  a  wet  morning." 

They  rode  abreast  beside  the  railroad  through  the  nar- 
row gap.  A  long  freight-train  rumbled  and  rattled  by, 
and  a  little  later  they  passed  a  coal  shaft,  where  a  be- 
grimed night  shift  loaded  cars  under  flaring  torches. 

"Their  message  to  Winkclried  is  still  on  this  side  of 
the  Atlantic,"  said  Armitage;  "but  Winkelried  is  in  a 
strong  room  by  this  time,  if  the  existing  powers  at 
Vienna  are  what  they  ought  to  be.  I've  done  my  best 
to  get  him  there.  The  message  would  only  help  the  case 
against  him  if  they  sent  it." 
Claiborne  groaned  mockingly. 

"I  suppose  I'll  know  what  it's  all  about  when  I  read 
it  in  the  morning  papers.  I  like  the  game  well  enough, 
but  it  might  be  more  amusing  to  know  what  the  devil 
I'm  fighting  for." 

"You  enlisted  without  reading  the  articles  of  war, 
and  you've  got  to  take  the  consequences.  You've  done 
what  you  set  out  to  do — you've  found  me;  and  you're 
traveling  with  me  over  the  Virginia  mountains  to  report 
my  capture  to  Baron  von  Marhof.  On  the  way  you  are 
going  to  assist  in  another  affair  that  will  be  equally  to 
your  credit;  and  tlien  if  all  goes  well  with  us  I'm  going 
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to  givo  mysolf  tin*  pleasure  of  allowing  ^Monsieur  Cliau- 
vcnct  to  toll  you  exactly  who  I  am.  The  incident  appeals 
to  my  sense  of  humor — I  assure  you  I  have  one!  Of 
course,  if  I  wore  not  a  person  of  very  great  distinction 
Chauvenet  and  his  friend  Durand  would  not  have 
crossed  the  ocean  and  brought  with  them  a  professional 
assassin,  skilled  in  the  use  of  smothering  and  knifing,  to 
do  away  with  me.  You  are  in  luck  to  be  alive.  Wc  are 
danjierouslv  near  the  same  size  and  build — and  in  the 
dark — on  horseback — " 

"That  was  funny.  I  knew  that  if  I  ran  for  it  they'd 
plug  me  for  sure,  and  that  if  I  waited  until  they  saw 
their  mistake  they  would  be  afraid  to  kill  nic.  Ugh !  I 
still  taste  the  red  soil  of  the  Old  Dominion." 

"Come,  Captain !  Let  us  give  the  horses  a  chance  to 
prove  their  blood.  These  roads  will  be  paste  in  a  few 
hours." 

The  dawn  was  breaking  sullenly,  and  out  of  a  gray, 
low-hanging  mist  a  light  rain  fell  in  the  soft,  monot- 
onous fashion  of  mountain  rain.  Much  of  the  time  it 
was  necessary  to  maintain  single  file;  and  Armitage 
rode  ahead.  The  fog  grew  thicker  as  they  advanced ;  but 
they  did  not  lessen  their  pace,  which  had  now  dropped 
to  a  steady  trot. 
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Suddenly,  as  thoy  swept  on  beyond  Lamar,  they  heard 
the  beat  of  hoofs  and  halted. 

"Bully  for  us !  We've  cut  in  ahead  of  them !  Can  you 
count  them,  Claiborne?" 

"There  arc  three  horses  all  right  enough,  and  they're 
forcing  the  beasts.  What's  the  word?" 

"Drive  them  back!  Ready— here  we  go!"  roared  Ar- 
mitage  in  a  voice  intended  to  be  heard. 

They  yelled  at  the  top  of  their  voices  as  they  chargc'% 
plunging  into  the  advancing  trio  after  a  forty-yard  gal- 
lop. 

« 'Xot  later  than  Friday'— back  you  go!"  shouted  Ar- 
mitage,  and  laughed  aloud  at  the  enemy's  rout.  One  of 
the  horses— it  seemed  from  its  rider's  yells  to  be  Chau- 
venet's— turned  and  bolted,  and  the  others  followed 
back  the  way  they  had  come. 

Soon  they  dropped  their  pace  to  a  trot,  but  the  trio 
continued  to  fly  before  them. 

"They're  rattled,"  said  Claiborne,  "and  the  fog  isn't 
helping  them  any." 

"We're  getting  close  to  my  place,"  said  Armitage; 
and  as  he  spoke  two  shots  fired  in  rapid  succession 
cracked  faintly  through  the  fog  and  they  jerked  up 
their  horses. 
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"It's  Oscar!  lie's  a  good  way  ahead,  if  I  judge  the 
shots  right." 

"If  he  turns  them  back  we  ought  to  hear  their  horses 
in  a  inonient,"  observed  Claiborne.  "Tlic  fog  mufllcs 
sounds.  The  road's  pretty  level  in  here.'' 

"We  must  get  them  out  of  it  and  into  my  territory 
for  safety.  We're  witliin  a  mile  of  the  gate  and  we  ought 
to  be  able  to  crowd  them  into  that  long  open  strip  where 
the  fences  are  down.   Damn  the  fog!" 

The  agreed  signal  of  two  shots  reached  them  again, 
but  clearer,  like  drum-taps,  and  was  immediately  an- 
swered by  scattering  shots.  A  moment  later,  as  the  two 
riders  i.K-ved  forward  at  a  walk,  a  sharp  volley  rang  out 
quite  clearly  and  they  heard  shouts  and  the  crack  of  re- 
volvers again. 

"By  George !  They're  coming — here  we  go  !*' 

They  put  their  horses  to  the  gallop  and  ro<lo  swiftly 
through  the  fog.  The  beat  of  hoofs  was  now  perfectly 
audible  ahead  of  them,  and  they  heard,  quite  distinctly, 
a  single  revf)lver  snap  twice. 

"Oscar  has  them  on  the  run — bully  for  0?car !  They're 
getting  close — thank  the  Lord  for  this  level  stretch — 
now  howl  and  let  'er  go !" 

They  went  forward  with  a  yell  that  broke  weirdly  and 
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chokingly  on  the  gray  cloak  of  fog,  their  horses'  hoofs 
pounding  dully  on  the  earthen  road.  The  rain  had  al- 
most ceased,  hut  enough  liad  fallen  to  soften  the  ground. 
"They're  terribly  hrave  or  horribly  scared,  from  their 
speed,"  shouted  Claiborne.  "Now  for  it!*' 

They  rose  in  their  stirrups  and  charged,  yelling  lust- 
ily, riding  neck  and  neck  toward  the  unseen  foe,  and 
with  their  horses  at  their  highest  pace  they  broke  upon 
the  mounted  trio  that  now  rode  upon  them  grayly  out 

of  the  mist. 

There  was  a  mad  snorting  and  shrinking  of  horses. 
One  of  the  animals  turned  and  tried  to  bolt,  and  his 
rider,  struggling  to  control  him,  added  to  the  confusion. 
The  fog  shut  them  in  with  each  other ;  and  Armitago 
and  Claiborne,  having  dung  back  their  own  horses  at  the 
onset,  had  an  instant's  glimpse  of  Chauvonet  trying  to 
swing  his  horse  into  the  road ;  of  Zmai  half-turning,  as 
his  horse  reared,  to  listen  for  the  foe  behind;  and  of 
Durand's  impassive  white  face  as  he  steadied  his  horse 
with  his  left  hand  and  leveled  a  revolver  at  Armitage 

with  his  right. 

With  a  cry  Claiborne  put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  drove 
him  forward  upon  Durand.  His  hand  knocked  the  lev- 
eled revolver  flying  into  the  fog.  Then  Zmai  fired  twice. 
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and  Clmuvont't's  fri^literu'd  linrso,  panic-stricken  nt  tlio 
slif'ts,  rean-n,  ^\vung  round  and  d,i>licd  hack  the  way  he 
had  come,  and  Durand  ujid  Zmai  followed. 

The  throe  disappeared  into  the  mist,  and  Armitago 
and  Claiborne  shook  themselves  together  and  quieted 
their  horses. 

"That  was  too  close  for  fun — arc  you  all  there?" 
asked  Armitage. 

"Still  in  it;  hut  Chauvcnct's  friend  won't  miss  every 
time.  There's  murder  in  his  eye.  The  big  fellow  seCTucd 
to  be  trying  to  shoot  liis  own  horse." 

"Oh,  he's  a  knife  and  sack  man  and  clumsy  with  the 

gun." 

They  moved  slowly  forward  now  and  Armitago  sent 
his  liorse  across  the  rough  ditch  at  the  roadside  to  get 
his  bearings.  The  fog  seemed  at  the  point  of  breaking, 
and  the  mass  about  them  shifted  and  drifted  in  the 
growing  light. 

"This  is  my  land,  sure  enough.  Lord,  man,  I  wish 
you'd  get  out  of  this  and  go  home.  You  see  they're  an 
ugly  lot  and  don't  use  toy  pistols.'' 

"Remember  the  potato  sack !  That's  ray  watchword," 
laughed  C'aiborne. 

They  rode  with  their  eyes  straight  ahead,  peering 
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throufih  tlio  hroakiiiL',  (Inntinj?  mist.  It  was  now  so  clear 
nn«1  light  tliat  tlioy  could  foo  the  wood  at  cither  hand, 
thoutrh  fifty  yards  .ilioad  in  every  direction  the  fog  still 
liiy  like  a  barricade. 

"I  jihould  value  a  chanfre  oi  raiment,**  nhscrved  Armi- 
tage.  "There  was  an  advantage  in  armor — your  duds 
might  got  rusty  on  a  da'np  excursion,  hut  your  shirt 
wouldn't  stick  to  your  hide." 

"'Mio  cares?  Those  devils  are  pretty  quiet,  and  the 
little  sergeant  is  ahout  due  to  hump  into  them  again.'' 

They  had  come  to  a  gradual  turn  in  the  road  at  a 
point  where  a  steep,  wooded  incline  swept  up  on  th  left. 
On  the  right  lay  the  old  hunting  preserve  and  Armi- 
tage's  bungalow.  As  they  drew  into  the  curve  they  heard 
a  revolver  crack  twi(  e,  as  before,  followed  by  answering 
tdiots  and  cries  and  th«  thump  of  hoofs. 

"Ohee!  Oscar  has  struck  them  again.  Steady  now! 
Watch  your  horse !"  And  Arnutage  raised  his  arm  high 
above  his  head  and  fired  twice  as  a  warning  to  Oscar. 

The  distance  between  the  contending  parties  was 
shorter  now  than  at  the  first  mooting,  and  Armitage  and 
Claiborne  bent  forsvard  in  their  saddles,  talking  softly 
to  their  horses,  that  had  danced  wildly  at  Armitage's 
shots. 
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"Lord!  if  we  can  crowd  them  in  here  now  and  Ijack 
to  the  Port  I" 
"There !" 

Exclamations  died  on  their  lips  nt  the  instant.  Ahead 
of  them  lay  the  fo«i,  rising'  and  hreakinj,'  in  soft  folds, 
and  behind   it   men   veUed   and  several  shots  ^napped 
spitefully  on  the  heavy  air.  Then  a  curious  picture  dis- 
closed  it-elf  ju<t  at  the  edge  of  the  vapor,  as  thou;,di  it 
were  a  curtain  through  which  actors  in  a  drama  emerged 
upon  a  stage.    Zmai  and  Chauvenet  flashed  into  view 
suddenly,  and  close  behind  them,  Oscar,  yelling  like 
mad.   He  drove  his  horse  between  the  two  men,  threw 
himself  flat  as  Zmai  fired  at  him,  and  turned  and  waved 
his  hat  and  laughed  at  them ;  then,  just  before  his  horse 
reached  Claiborne  and  Armitage,  he  checked  its  speed 
abruptly,  flung  it  about  and  then  charged  back,  still 
yelling,  iipon  the  amazed  foo. 

"lie's  crazy — he's  gone  clean  out  of  his  head !"  mut- 
tered Claiborne,  restraining  his  horse  with  difficulty. 
"What  do  you  make  of  it?" 

"He's  having  fun  with  them.  He's  just  rattling  them 
to  warm  himself  ui>— the  little  beggar.  I  didn't  know 
it  was  in  him." 

Back  went  Oscar  toward  the  two  horsemen  he  had 
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passed  less  tlinn  n  minute  before,  still  yelling,  anJ  this 
time  lie  discharged  his  revolver  with  seeming  uneonccm 
for  the  value  of  ammunition,  and  as  he  again  dashed  be- 
tween them,  and  back  through  the  gray  curtain,  Anni- 
tage  gave  the  word,  and  he  and  Claiborne  swept  on  at  a 
gallop. 

Diirand  was  out  of  sight,  and  Chauvcnct  turned  and 
looked  behind  him  uneasily;  then  he  spoke  sharply  to 
Zniai.  Oscar's  wild  ride  back  and  forth  had  demoralized 
the  horses,  which  were  snorting  and  plunging  wildly. 
As  Armitage  and  Claiborne  advanced  Chauvenet  spoke 
again  to  Zmai  and  drew  his  own  revolver. 
"Oh,  for  a  saber  now  I"  growled  Clailjorne. 
But  it  was  not  a  moment  for  speculation  or  regret. 
Roth  sides  were  perfectly  silent  as  Claiborne,  leading 
slightly,  with  Armitage  pressing  close  at  his  left,  gal- 
loped toward  the  two  men  who  faced  tlicm  at  the  gray 
wall  of  mist.    They  bore  to  the  left  with  a  view  of 
crowding  the  two  horsemen  of!  the  road  and  into  the  ^ire- 
serve,  and  as  they  nearcd  them  they  hcp.rd  cries  through 
the   mist   and   rapid   hoof-beats,   and    Durand's   horse 
leaped  the  ditch  at  the  roadside  just  before  it  reached 
Chauvenet  and  Zmai  and  ran  away  through  the  rough 
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uudcrbrush  into  ilio  wood,  Osrar  close  In-liiml  and  siUnt 
now,  grimly  intent  on  liis  l>usine--=. 

T.io  ri'volv.rs   of  Zinai   and    Cliauvcuct  cracked  lo- 
gc'tluT,  and  tliov.  too.  tinned  their  Iioixs  into  the  wood, 
and  away  tli.-y  all  went,  leavin-  the  n-.id  clear. 
"Mv  liorse  ;:ol  it  that  timel"  -iiouted  Clailiorno. 
"So  did  I."*  replied  Arniila;^!':  "l.nt  never  you  mind, 
old  man.  we've  p<{  tliein  eoiiien  d  nn\v.'' 

C'lailK»rno   •:l.-.nml   at   .\ni<ita-i'  and   saw   his   right 
hand,  still  ludding  his  rovol\(  r,  go  to  his  shoulder. 
'•Much  damage?" 

"It  struck  a  hard  place,  hut  I  am  still  fit." 
The  hlood   streamed    from   the   neck   of  ClMiiK.rne's 
lirrse,  which  threw  u])  its  head  and  -snorted  in  pain.  l)ut 
kept  hravely  on  at  i..e  trot  in  which  Armitage  had  set 
the  pace. 

"Poor  devil  I  We'll  have  a  reckoning  pretty  soon," 
cried  Armitage  cheerily.  "Xo  kingdom  is  worth  a  good 
horse !'' 

They  advanced  at  a  trot  toward  the  Port. 
"You'll  he  afoot  any  minute  now,  hut  we're  in  good 
>hape  and  on  onr  own  soil,  willi  tl!o>e  (anion  lietween 
us  and  a  gap  they  won't  care  to  drop  into!   I'm  olT  for 
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llic  gnic — you  wait  lierc,  ijnd  if  0  ^car  fires  the  signal, 
give  tlic  answer." 

Ariiiitagc  giillopod  oiT  to  Ilu>  riglit  and  Claiborne 
jiiiiiIH'd  from  his  liorsf  jn>t  n<  tlie  wounded  animal 
treml.hd  for  a  moment,  sank  to  its  knees  and  rolled 
over  dead. 
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Fast  they  come,  fast  thoy  come; 

See  how  they  gather! 
Wide  waves  the  eagle  plume. 

Blended  with  heather. 
Cast  your  plaids,  draw  your  blades, 

Forward  eaoh  man  set! 
Pibroch  of  Donull  Dhu 

Knell  for  the  onset! 

—Sir  Walter  Scott. 

Claiborne  climbed  upon  a  rock  to  <i(>t  Ins  boarinus!, 
and  as  ho  gazed  ofT  tlir(nigh  Ibe  wood  a  bullet  sang 
clo.se  to  his  head  and  lie  saw  a  man  slipping  away 
through  the  underbrusli  a  hundred  yards  ahead  of  him. 
lie  threw  up  his  rifle  ajid  firi'd  afti-r  the  retreating 
figure,  jerked  the  lever  spitefully  and  waited.  In  a  few 
minutes  Oscar  rode  alertly  out  of  the  wood  at  his  left. 

"It  was  better  for  us  a  dead  horse  than  a  dead  man — 
yes?"  was  the  little  sergeant's  comment.  "We  shall 
come  back  for  the  saddle  and  bridle." 

"Humph !  Where  do  you  think  those  men  are?" 
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"Rohind  pome  rocks  near  tlic  edge  of  the  gap.  It  is  a 
poor  position.'' 

"I'm  not  sure  of  that.  They'll  e.^capo  across  the 
old  liridijo," 

"Nrin.  A  sparrow  would  shako  it  down.  Three  men 
at  once — thoy  would  not  iicod  our  hidlctsl"' 

Far  away  to  the  right  two  reports  in  quick  succession 
gave  news  of  Anuitagc. 

"It's  the  sigTial  that  he's  got  liotween  them  and  the 
gate.  Swing  around  to  the  left  and  I  will  go  straight 
to  the  hig  clearing,  and  niect  you." 

"You  will  have  my  lior-f— vfs?"  Oscar  hcgan  to  dis- 
mount, 

"Xo;  I  do  well  enough  this  way.  Forward  I — the 
word  is  to  keep  them  between  us  and  the  gap  until  wc 
can  sit  on  them." 

The  mist  was  fast  disappearing  and  swirling  away 
under  a  sharp  wind,  and  the  sunlight  broke  warmly 
upon  the  drenched  world.  Claiborne  started  through  the 
wet  undergrowth  at  a  dog  trot.  Armitage,  he  judged, 
was  about  half  n  mile  away,  and  to  make  their  lin<>  com- 
pleto  Oscar  should  traverse  an  equal  distance.  The  sol- 
dier blood  in  Clail.-rne  warmed  at  the  prospect  of  a 
definite  contest,    lie  grinned  as  it  occurred  to  him 
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tliat  ho  Imil  won  the  «listinction  of  liavlnj?  a  lior>o  ^Imt 
iiiidir  liiiii  in  an  open  road  Il>,'lit,  almost  witliin  !-ij,'lit 
of  tlic  «l()iiic  of  the  Cajiilol. 

The  l)ru>l'  irnw  tliinncr  and  llio  trocs  fewer,  and  lie 
droppi'd  ddwii  ami  crawled  ])resently  In  llie  shelter  of  a 
Ixiultler,  from  wliidi  lie  could  look  oiil  upon  ilie  open 
and  fairl\  l.v.l  field  known  a>  llie  I'ort  of  Missing' 
Men.  There  as  a  I'oy  he  Inid  dre.uiied  nf  liaitles  as  he 
pomlored  the  !.  ,u'end  of  ilie  L.i-l  I.rL:i'>n.  At  the  far  ed.i;*' 
of  tho  field  wa;-  a  frinire  of  -tunted  eeihir-,  like  an 
ahatis,  jtartly  eoneealiiit:  the  .dd  harrieade  where,  in 
the  irolden  dav<  of  their  youth,  he  had  jilaved  witli 
Shirhv  at  stnrmitiLr  tl.i'  fort  :  and  Slnrhy.  in  these 
iieree  assault-,  had  n-ually  lunihled  o\er  upon  the  im- 
a,Lrinary  enemy  ahead  of  him! 

As  he  h'oked  ahout  h(^  saw  .\rmita<,'0.  hi-  liorso  at  a 
walk,  ride  >lowly  out  of  the  wood  at  his  ritrht.  ('lail»orn«' 
jumped  up  and  wa\ed  his  hat  and  a  rille-hall  fliekcd 
his  eoat  collar  as  li,-,ditly  as  thouirh  an  unseen  hand  had 
tried  to  hrush  a  hit  of  du-t  fn.ui  it.  .\-  he  turned  toward 
the  marksnuui  heliind  the  cedars  three  shots,  fired  in  a 
volley,  hummed  aliout  him.  Th<n  it  was  very  still,  with 
tho  Sahhath  stillnes-^  of  early  morning  in  tlio  hillss,  and 
he  heard  faintly  the  mechanical  click  and  snap  of  tho 
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rillcs  «>f  riiaiivcDct's  i)iiHy  as  llicy  expelled  their  i:x- 
jiltxled  cartridirc'S  and  refill"  d  llieir  ina;,'a/.ilies. 

'•'I'liev're  hmIIv  in'l  >'>  liad— lia<l  Inek  to  tlieiii  I"  li" 
muttered.  '•i"ll  he  ripe  for  the  little  Iipowii  men  after 
I  f^'et  thntii.Ldi  with  thi-;"'  and  Ciaihorne  lau<.died  ;i 
little  and  watched  Arndta^je's  slow  advance  out  into 
tlui  open. 

The  trio  hehind  the  l)arri('ade  had  not  yet  seen  tlie 
man  they  had  eros^.'il  the  sea  to  kill,  as  the  line  of  his 
approach  elo>e!y  paralleled  the  lon;r  irre.ixidar  wall  witli 
its  frin;,M'  of  cedars;  hiil  they  knew  from  Claihorne's 
si;,aial  that  he  was  there.  The  men  had  |)i<-keled  their 
hor-is  l.iuk  of  the  little  f>r\,  and  Claihorne  commonded 
their  ,i,'oi>d  ^'eneralship  an<l  wondered  what  soil  of  he- 
in^^s  thev  wen^  to  ri-k  so  muih  upon  so  wild  an  ad- 
vent iir<'. 

Ariiuta^'e  rode  out  farther  into  tho  nponinp,  and 
Claihorne,  with  his  eye-  on  the  harrieade.  saw  ii  man 
lean  forward  throiijrh  the  cedars  in  an  efTort  to  take 
aim  at  tlie  h.orseman.  Claihorne  drew  up  Ins  own  rifle 
and  Idazed  away,  iiits  of  stone  spurted  into  the  air  he- 
low  tho  tarpet's  elhow,  and  tho  man  dropped  hack  out 
of  sight  without  firing. 

"I've  never  hecu  the  same  since  that  f<!vcr,"  growled 
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Claiborne,  and  snapped  out  the  shell  spitefully,  and 
M'atched  for  another  chance. 

Being  directly  in  front  of  tlic  barricade,  he  was  in  a 
position  to  cover  Arniitage's  advance,  and  Oscar,  mean- 
while, had  taken  liis  cue  from  Arniitagc  and  ridden 
slowly  into  tlie  fal'l  from  the  left.  Tbe  men  behind  the 
cedars  fired  now  from  williin  the  enclosure  at  both  men 
without  exposing  tbeniselvos;  but  their  shots  flew  wild, 
and  the  two  horsemen  rode  up  to  Claiborne,  who  had 
emptied  bis  rifle  into  tbe  cedars  and  was  reloading. 

"They  are  all  together  again,  are  tbey?"  asked  Armi- 
tage,  pausing  a  few  yards  from  Claiborne's  rock,  his 
eyes  upon  the  barricade. 

"The  gentleman  with  the  curly  hair — I  drove  him 
in.  He  is  a  damned  poor  shot — yes  ?' ' 

Oscar  tightened  his  belt  and  waited  for  orders,  while 
Armitagc  and  Claiborne  conferred  in  quick  pointed 
sentences. 

"Shall  we  risk  a  rush  or  starve  them  out?  I'd  like 
to  try  hunger  on  them,"  said  Armitage. 

"They'll  all  sneak  off  over  the  bridge  to-night  if  wo 
pen  them  up.  If  they  all  go  at  once  they'll  break  it 
down,  and  we'll  lose  our  quarry.  But  you  want  to  cap- 
ture them — alive?" 
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"I  certainly  do!"  Armitagp  replied,  and  turned  to 
laugh  at  O.-car,  who  had  fired  at  the  harricade  from  the 
back  of  liis  hor>i<\  wliicli  was  res-cuting  the  indignity 
by  trying  to  throw  his  rider. 

The  enemy  now  conrontrr.ted  a  sharp  fire  upon  Armi- 
tage,  whose  horse  snorted  iind  pawed  the  ground  as  the 
balls  cut  the  air  and  earth. 

"For  God's  sake,  get  off  that  horse,  Armitagc!" 
bawled  Claiborne,  rising  upon  the  rock.  "There's  no 
use  in  wasting  yourself  that  way." 

"My  arm  aches  and  I've  got  to  do  something.  Ijct's 
try  storming  them  just  for  fun.  It's  a  cavalry  stunt, 
Claiborne,  and  you  can  play  being  the  artillery  that's 
supporting  our  advance.  Fall  away  there,  Oscar,  about 
forty  yards,  and  w(>'ll  race  for  it  to  the  wall  and  over. 
That  barricade  isn't  as  stiff  as  it  looks  from  this  side — 
I  know  all  about  it.  There  are  great  chunks  out  of  it 
that  can't  be  seen  from  this  side." 

"Thank  me  for  that,  .\rmitflge.  T  tumbled  down  a 
good  many  yards  of  it  when  1  played  up  here  as  a  kid. 
Get  off  that  horse,  I  tell  you !  You've  got  a  hole  in  you 
now !  Get  down !" 

"You  make  me  tired,  Claiborne.  This  beautiful  row 
will  all  be  over  in  a  few  minutes.   I  never  intended  to 


*:! 


I 


*;' 


ii 


!if 


ill! 


VM 


t.^ 


344         THE   PORT    OF   MTSSIXO    MEN 

waste  much  time  on  those  fellows  when  I  got  them  where 
I  wanted  them/' 

His  left  nnn  hung  quite  limp  at  his  si(l(^  and  hi?  face 
was  very  white.  He  had  dropped  his  rifle  in  the  road 
at  the  moment  the  hall  struck  his  shoulder,  hut  he  still 
carried  his  revolver.  He  nodded  to  Oscar,  and  they 
hoth  galloped  forward  over  the  open  ground,  making 
straight  for  the  cedar  covert. 

Claihome  was  instantly  up  and  away  hctween  the  two 
riders.   Their  hold  advance  evidently  surprised  the  trio 
heyond  the  harricade,  who  shouted  hurried  commands 
to  one  another  as  Uiey  distrihuted  themselves  along  the 
wall  and  awaited  the  onslaught.   Then  they  grew  still 
and  lay  low  out  of  sight  as  th.'  silent  riders  approached. 
The  hoofs  of  the  onrusliing  horses  rang  now  and  then 
on  the  harsh  outcropping  rock,  and  here  and  there  struck 
fire.    Armitage  <at  erect  and  steady  in  his  saddle,  his 
horse  speeding  on  in  great  hounds  toward  the  harricade. 
His  lips  moved  in  a  curious  stiff  fashion,  as  thout'^-  he 
were  ill,  muttering: 

"For  Austria !   For  Austria !    He  bade  me  do  some- 
thing for  the  Empire !" 
Beyond  the  cedars  the  trio  held  their  fire,  watching 
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witli  fnscinated  eyes  tlio  two  li.lors,  every  iustunt  druw- 
inp  closer,  ami  the  runner  who  followed  th-ni. 

"They  can't  jump  this— they'll  veer  off  before  they 
-ft  liore,"  shoutcil  Chauvenet  to  his  comrades.  ''Wait 
till  they  cheek  their  horses  for  the  turn." 

"We  are  fool.=.   'Pliey  have  -ot  us  trapped ;"  and  Du- 
rnnd's  hands  shook  as  he  restlessly  fingered  a  revolver. 
The  hi;;  Servian  crouched  on  his  knees  near  by,  \m 
fin-er  on  the  trigger  of  his  rifle.   All  three  were  hatlcss 
iuid  nnkempt.    The  wound  in  Zmai's  scalp  had  broken 
out  afresh,  aiul  he  had  twisted  a  cohTcd  handkerchief 
about  it  to  stay  the  bleeding.    A  hundred  yards  away 
the  waterfall  splashed  down  the  defile  and  its  faint 
murmur   reached   them.     A   wild   dovo   rose   ahead   of 
Armitago  and  flew  straight  before  him  over  the  barri- 
cade.   The  silence  grew  tense  as  the  horses  galloped 
nearer;  the  men  behind  the  cedar-lined  wall  heard  only 
the  hollow  thump  of  hoofs  and  Claiborne's  voice  calling 
to  Armitage  and  Oscar,  to  warn  them  of  his  whereabouts. 
But  the  eyes  of  the  three  conspirators  were  fixed  on 
Armitago ;  it  was  his  life  they  sought ;  the  others  did  not 
greatly  matter.    And  so  John  Armitage  rode  across  the 
Httlc  plain  where  the  Lost   Legion  had  camped   for  a 
year  at  the  end  of  a  great  war;  and  as  he  rode  on  the 
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(lofcndcrs  of  the  houldor  bnrrieado  aaxf  his  white  face 
and  noted  tlie  u^dess  nrrn  h;inj?in;i  and  swayinp,  and 
felt,  in  spite  of  themselves,  the  strength  of  his  tall  erect 

flgUK'. 

rhauvonet,  watchinj?  the  silent  rider,  said  aloud, 
speakinrr  in  fJornian,  so  that  Zmai  understood: 

"It  is  in  the  hlood ;  he  is  like  a  kin^r." 

But  they  could  not  hear  the  words  that  John  Armi- 
tage  kept  saying  over  and  over  again  as  he  crossed  the 
field: 

"He  hade  mc  do  something  for  Austria — for  Aus- 
tria !" 

"lie  is  hrave.  hut  he  is  a  great  fool.  When  ho  turns 
his  horse  we  will  fire  on  him,"  said  Zniai. 

Their  eyes  w^ro  upon  Armitage ;  and  in  their  intent- 
ness  they  failed  to  note  the  increasing  pace  of  Oscar's 
horse,  which  was  spurting  slowly  ahead.  \Mien  they 
saw  that  he  would  first  make  the  sweep  which  they  as- 
sumed to  he  the  contemplated  strategy  of  the  charging 
party,  they  leveled  their  arms  at  him,  believing  that  ho 
must  soon  check  his  horse.  But  on  he  rode,  bending  for- 
ward a  little,  his  rifle  held  across  the  saddle  in  front  of 
him. 
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"Take  him  first,"  cried  Chauvcnet.   "Then  be  ready 

for  Armitu^^c !" 

Oscar  was  now  turning  his  horse,  but  toward  them 
and  across  Armitage's  path,  witli  the  doliborato  pur- 
pose of  taking  the  first  fire.  Before  him  rose  the  cedars 
tliat  concealed  the  line  of  wall ;  and  he  saw  the  blue 
barrels  of  the  waiting  rifles.    With  a  great  spurt  of 
speed  he  cut  in  ahead  of  Armitage  swiftly  and  neatly; 
then  on,  without  a  break  or  a  pauso-not  heeding  Armi- 
tage's cries— on  and  still  on,  till  twenty,  then  ten  feet 
la.v  botwei^n  him  and  the  wall,  at  a  i.lace  where  the  cedar 
barrier  was  thinnest.   Then,  as  his  horse  crouched  and 
rose,  i\xTQv  rifles  cracked  as  one.     With  a  great  crash 
the  horse  struck  the  wall  and  tumbled,  rearing  and 
plunging,  through  the  tough  cedar  boughs.   An  instant 
later,  near  the  same  spot,    .rmitage,  with  better  luck 
clearing  the  wall,  was  borne  on  through  the  confused 
line.   When  he  flung  himself  down  and  ran  back  Clai- 
borne had  not  yet  appeared. 

Oscar  had  crashed  through  at  a  point  held  by  Durand, 
who  was  struck  down  by  the  horse's  forefeet.  He  lay 
howling  with  pain,  with  the  hind  quarters  of  the  pros- 
trate beast  across  his  legs.  Armitage,  running  back 
toward  the  wall,  kicked  the  revolver  from  his  hand  and 
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left  him.  Zmai  had  started  to  run  ns  Oscar  gained  the 
wall  and  Chauvenct's  curf-cs  did  not  halt  the  Servian 
when  he  found  Oscar  at  liis  heels, 

Chauvenet  stood  impassively  hy  the  wall,  his  revolver 
raised  and  covering  Armitagc,  who  walked  slowly  and 
doggedly  toward  him.  The  pallor  in  Armitago's  face 
gave  him  an  unearthly  look;  he  appeared  to  he  trying 
to  force  himself  to  a  pace  of  which  his  wavering  limbs 
were  incapable.  At  the  moment  that  Claiborne  sprang 
upon  the  wall  behind  Chauvcnet  Armitage  swerved  and 
stunildcd,  then  swayed  from  side  to  side  like  a  drunken 
man,  ITis  loft  arm  swung  limp  at  his  side,  and  his  re- 
volver remained  undrawn  in  his  belt.  His  gray  felt  hat 
was  twitched  to  one  side  of  his  head,  adding  a  grotesque 
touch  to  the  impression  of  drunkenness,  and  he  was 
talking  aloud : 

"Shoot  me,  ^Ir.  Chauvenet.  Go  on  and  shoot  mo !  I 
am  John  Armitage,  and  I  live  in  ^Fontana,  where  real 
people  are.  Go  on  and  shoot!  Winkelriod's  in  jail  and 
tlie  jig's  up  and  th.e  Empire  and  the  silly  King  are  safe. 
Go  on  and  shoot,  1  tell  you!" 

He  had  stuml)lod  on  until  he  was  within  a  dozen 
stops  of  Chauvenet,  who  lifted  his  revolver  until  it 
covered  Armitage's  head. 
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"Drop  that  gun — drop  it  (Innmod  <iuick!"'  ami  Dick 
Clai'iomc  swung  Hie  butt  of  hi.«  rifle  liigli  and  ])rouglit 
it  do\:n  with  a  crash  on  Chauvcnct's  head ;  then  Armi- 
tago  paused  and  ghuiced  about  and  hiuglied. 

It  was  Claiborne  wlio  freed  Durand  from  the  dead 
horse,  which  had  received  the  shots  fired  at  Oscar  the 
moment  he  rose  at  the  wall.  The  fight  was  quite 
knocked  out  of  the  conspirator,  and  he  swore  under  his 
breath,  cursing  the  unconscious  C'hauvcnct  and  the  miss- 
ing Zmai  and  the  ill  fortune  of  the  fight, 

"it's  all  over  but  the  shouting — what's  next?''  de- 
manded Claiborne. 

"Tie  him  up — and  tie  the  other  one  up,"'  said  Armi- 
tage,  staring  about  qucerly.    '-Where  the  devil  is  Os- 
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"He's  after  the  big  fellow.  You're  badly  fussed,  old 
man.  We've  got  to  get  out  of  this  and  fix  you  up." 

"I'm  all  right.  I've  got  a  hole  in  my  shoulder  that 
feels  as  big  and  hot  as  a  blast  furnace.  But  we've  got 
them  nailed,  and  it's  all  right,  old  man !" 

Durand  continued  to  curse  things  visible  and  invisible 
as  he  rubbed  his  leg,  while  Claiborne  watched  him  im- 
patiently. 
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"If  you  start  to  run  I'll  certainly  kill  you.  Mon- 
sieur." 

"We  have  met,  my  dear  sir,  under  unfortunate  cir- 
cumstances. You  should  not  take  it  too  much  to  heart 
about  the  potato  sack.  It  was  the  fault  of  my  dear  col- 
leagues. Ah,  Armitagc,  you  look  rather  ill,  but  I  trust 
you  will  harbor  no  harsh  feelings." 

Armitage  did  not  look  at  him;  his  eyes  were  upon 
the  prostrate  figure  of  Chauvcnct,  who  seemed  to  be  re- 
gaining his  wits.  lie  moaned  and  opened  his  eyes. 

"Search  him,  Claiborne,  to  make  sure.  Then  get  him 
on  his  legs  and  pinion  his  arms,  and  tie  the  gentlemen 
together.  The  bridle  on  that  dead  horse  is  quite  the 
thing." 

"But,  !ilcssieurs,"  began  Durand,  who  was  striving  to 
recover  his  composure — "this  is  unnecessary.  ^My  friend 
and  I  are  quite  willing  to  give  you  every  assurance  of  our 
peaceable  intentions." 

"I  don't  question  it,"  laughed  Claiborne. 

"But,  my  dear  sir,  in  America,  even  in  delightful 
America,  the  law  will  protect  the  citizens  of  another 
country." 

"It  will,  indeed,"  and  Claiborne  grinned,  put  his  re- 
volver into  Armitage's  hand,  and  proceeded  to  cut  the 
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reins  from  the  dead  horse.  "In  America  such  amiable 
scoundrels  as  you  are  given  the  freedom  of  cities,  and 
little  children  scatter  flower>-'  in  their  path.  You  ought 
to  write  for  the  funny  papers,  Monsieur." 

"I  trust  your  wounds  arc  not  serious,  my  dear  Armi- 
tage— " 

Armitagc,  sitting  on  a  boulder,  turned  his  eyes  wearily 
upon  Durand,  whose  wrists  Claiborne  was  knotting  to- 
gether with  a  strap.  The  officer  spun  the  man  around 
viciously, 

"You  beast,  if  you  address  ilr.  Armitage  again  I'll 
choke  you !" 

Chauvenct,  sitting  up  and  staring  dully  about,  was 
greeted  ironically  by  Durand : 

"Prisoners,  my  dearest  Jules;  prisoners,  do  you  un- 
derstand? Will  you  please  arrange  with  dear  Armi- 
tage to  let  us  go  homo  and  be  good  ?" 

Claiborne  emptied  the  contents  of  Durand's  pockets 
upon  the  ground  and  tossed  a  flask  to  xVrmitage. 

"We  will  discuss  matters  at  the  bungalow.  They  al- 
ways go  to  the  nearest  farm-house  to  sign  the  treaty  of 
peace.  Let  us  do  everything  according  to  the  best  tra- 
ditions." 
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A  nioiiicnt  later  OtJcar  ran  in  from  the  direction  of  the 
gap,  to  find  the  work  done  and  the  party  ready  to  leave. 

"Wliero  is;  the  Servian  ?"  demanded  Armitage. 

The  soldier  saluted,  glanced  from  Chauvenet  to  Du- 
rand,  and  from  Claiborne  to  Armitage. 

"lie  will  not  come  hack,"  siud  tiie  sergeant  quietly. 

"That  is  l)ad,''  remarked  Armitage.  '"Take  my  horse 
and  ride  down  to  Storm  Sjjrings  and  tell  Baron  von 
Marhof  and  Judge  Claiborne  that  Captain  Claiborne 
lias  found  John  Arnutage,  and  that  he  presents  his 
compliments  and  wishes  them  to  come  to  2klr.  Armi- 
tage's  house  at  once.  Tell  them  that  Captain  Claiborne 
sent  you  and  that  he  wants  them  to  come  back  with  you 
immediately." 

"But  Armitage — not  Marhof — for  God's  sake,  not 
Marhof."  Chauvenet  staggered  to  his  feet  and  his  voice 
choked  as  he  muttered  his  appeal.  "Not  Marhof  I" 

"We  can  fix  this  among  ourselves — just  wait  a  little, 
till  we  can  talk  over  our  affairs.  You  have  quite  the 
wrong  impression  of  us,  I  assure  you.  Messieurs,"  pro- 
tested Durand. 

"That  is  your  misfortune!  Thanks  for  the  brandy, 
Monsieur  Durand.    I  feel  quite  restored,"  said  Armi- 
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tago,  rising;  .and  tlic  color  swept  into  his  face  and  he 
spoke  witli  quick  decision. 

"Oh,  Claiborne,  will  you  kindly  give  mc  the  time?" 

Claiborne  lau.died.  It  was  a  laugh  of  real  relief  at 
the  change  in  xVrmitagc's  tone. 

"It's  a  quarter  of  seven.  This  little  scrap  didn't  take 
as  much  time  as  you  thought  it  would." 

Oscar  had  mounted  Armitago's  horse  and  Claiborne 
stopped  him  as  he  rode  past  on  his  way  to  the  road. 

"After  you  deliver  "Mr.  Armitage's  message,  get  a 
doctor  and  tell  him  to  be  in  a  hurry  al)out  getting  here." 

"Xo!"'  began  Armitage.  "Cood  Lord,  no  I  We  arc 
not  going  to  advertise  this  mess.  You  will  spoil  it  all. 
1  don't  propose  to  be  arrested  and  put  in  jail,  and  a 
doctor  would  blal)  it  all.    I  ti'll  you,  no!" 

"Oscar,  go  to  the  hotel  at  the  Springs  and  ask  for 
Doctor  Bledsoe.  He's  an  army  surgeon  on  leave.  Tell 
him  I  want  him  to  bring  his  tools  and  come  to  me  at  the 
bungalow.  Xow  go !" 

The  conspirators'  horses  were  brought  up  and  Clai- 
borne put  Armitage  upon  the  best  of  them. 

"Don't  treat  me  as  though  I  were  a  sick  priest!  I 
tell  you,  I  feel  bully !  If  the  prisoners  will  kindly  walk 
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ahead  of  us,  we'll  gracioiiJ^ly  rido  l)oliintl.  Or  we  might 
put  them  both  on  ono  hor?o  I  Forward  !*' 

Chauvcnct  anil  Durand,  as  they  niarchocl  ahead  of 
their  captors,  divided  the  time  between  exeerating  each 
other  and  trying  to  make  terms  witli  Armitage.  The 
thought  of  being  haled  before  Baron  von  Marhof  gave 
them  great  concern. 

"Wait  a  few  hours,  Armitage— let  us  sit  down  and 
talk  it  all  over.  We're  not  as  black  as  your  imagination 
paints  us !" 

"Save  your  breath !  You've  had  your  fun  so  far,  and 
now  I'm  going  to  have  mine.  .u  fellows  arc  all  right 
to  sit  in  dark  rooms  and  pi.  nurder  and  treason;  but 
you're  not  made  for  work  in  tae  open.  Forward !" 

They  were  a  worn  company  that  drew  up  at  the  empty 
bungalow,  where  the  lamp  and  candles  flickered  eerily. 
On  the  table  still  lay  the  sword,  the  cloak,  the  silver 
box,  the  insignia  of  noble  orders. 
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CILVrTEIl  XXVI 

"WHO   AI!K  YOU,   .TOIIK   ARMITAGE?" 

"Morblcu,  Mon^ivur,  you  give  me  too  much  majesty,"  said 
the  Prince.— T/ic  History  of  Henry  Esmond. 

"These  gcntlcraen  doubtless  v;ish  to  confer — let  them 
sc(iucster  themselves!"  and  Armitago  waved  his  hand 
to  the  line  of  empty  sleeping-rooms.  "I  believe  Mon- 
sieur Durand  already  knows  the  way  about— he  may 
wish  to  explore  my  trunks  again,"  and  Armitagc  bowed 
to  the  two  men,  who,  with  their  wrists  tied  behind 
thom  and  a  strap  linking  them  together,  looked  the  least 

bit  absurd. 

"Now,  Claiborne,  that  foolish  Oscar  has  a  first-aid  kit 
of  some  sort  that  he  used  on  me  a  couple  of  weeks  ago. 
Dig  it  out  of  his  simple  cell  back  there  and  we'll  clear 
up  this  mess  in  my  shoulder.  Twice  on  the  same  side, — 
but  I  believe  they  actually  cracked  a  bone  this  time." 

He  lay  down  on  a  long  bench  and  Claiborne  cut  off  his 

coat. 
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"I'd  like  to  liold  n  littlo  jirivato  ixocution  for  thisi," 
growled  tli^  ofllcor.  "A  little  lower  and  it  would  have 
caught  you  in  the  heart." 

"Don't  be  spiteful  I  I'm  as  s^ound  a?  wheat.  We  havo 
them  down  and  the  vietnry  is  ours.  The  great  fun  is  to 
come  when  the  good  Baron  von  Marhof  gets  here.  If  I 
were  dying  I  believe  I  could  hold  on  for  that." 

"You're  not  going  to  die.  thank  God !  Just  a  minute 
more  until  I  pack  this  shoulder  with  cotton.  I  can't  do 
anvthing  for  that  smashed  bone,  but  Bledsoe  is  the  best 
.surgeon  in  the  army,  and  he'll  fix  you  up  in  a  jiffy." 

"That  will  do  now.  I  must  have  on  a  coat  when  our 
honored  guests  arrive,  even  if  \v(>  dinil  one  sleeve — yes, 
I  guess  we'll  have  to,  though  it  doLs  seem  a  bit  aifectcd. 
Dig  out  the  brandy  bottle  from  tb.e  cupboard  there  in 
the  corner,  and  then  kindly  brush  my  hair  and 
straighten  up  the  chairs  a  bit.  You  might  even  toss  a 
stick  on  the  fire.  That  potato  sack  you  may  care  to  keep 
as  a  souvenir." 

"Be  quiet,  now!  Remember,  you  are  my  prisoner, 
Mr.  Armitage." 

"I  am,  I  am  I  But  I  will  wager  ten  courses  at  Sherry's 
the  Baron  will  be  glad  to  let  me  off." 

He  laughed  softly  and  began  repeating: 
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borne,  and  v.oV    hrow  it  to  tlio  hvc  airs  of  Virginia. 
Anil  he  cjuick— they  ought  tu  he  here  1)y  this  time!"' 

He  stood  in  the  door  and  watched  Chiihorne  haul  up 
the  flag,  and  li.  mado  a  mockery  of  sahiting  it  as  it 
snapped  out  in  the  fresh  morning  air. 

'The  Vuvt  of  Missing  Mi'iil  It  vas  designed  to  he 
rxtra-terriiorial,  and  tliereV  nn  treason  in  hauling  up 
an  ali<>n  flag,"  and  his  high  spirits  returned,  and  he 
stalked  haek  to  the  flreplace,  rhafnng  Claiborne  and 
warning  him  against  ever  again  fighting  under  an  un- 
known banner. 

"Here  they  are,"  cidled  Claiborne,  and  flung  open 
the  door  as  Shirley,  l:cr  father  and  F.aron  von  ^larhof 
rode  up  under  the  billnwing  ensign.  Dick  stepped  out 
to  meet  them  and  answer  tlieir  questions, 

":Mr.  Armitage  is  here,  lie  has  been  hurt  and  we 
have  sent  for  a  doctor;  but"— and  he  looked  at  Shir- 
ley. 

"If  you  will  do  me  the  honor  to  enter— all  of  you !" 

and  Armitage  came  out  quickly,  and  smiled  upon  them. 

«We  had  started  off  to  look  for  Dick  when  we  met 

your  man,"  said  Shirley,  standing  on  the  steps,  rein  in 

hand. 
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"What  has  happened,  and  how  was  Arinitago  in- 
jured?" demanded  Judge  Claihorne. 

"There  was  a  l)altle,"  replied  l^iik,  grinning,  "and 
Mr.  Armitage  got  in  the  way  of  a  hullel." 

Her  ride  through  the  keen  inurniug  air  had  flooded 
Shirley's  cheeks  with  color.   Mie  wore  a  dark  l.lue  skirt 
and  a  mackintosh  with  the  collar  turned  up  ahout  her 
neck,  and  a  red  scarf  at  her  throat  matched  the  band  of 
her  soft  felt  hat.  She  drew  off  her  gauntlets  and  felt  in 
her  pocket  for  a  handkerchief  with  which  to  brush 
some  splashes  of  mud  that  had  dried  on  h.  r  cheek,  and 
the  action  was  so  feminine,  and  marked  so  abrupt  a 
transition  fr<.ni  the  strange  business  of  t1'.e  night  and 
morning,  that  Armitage  and  Dick  laughed  and  Judge 
Claiborne  turned  upon  them  frowningly. 

Shirley  had  l)een  awake  much  of  the  night.  On  re- 
turning from  the  ball  at  the  inn  she  found  Dick  still 
absent,  and  Avhen  at  six  o'clock  he  had  not  returned  she 
called  her  father  and  they  had  set  off  together  for  the 
hills,  toward  which,  the  stablemen  reported,  Dick  had 
ridden.  They  had  met  Oscar  just  outside  the  Springs, 
and  had  returned  to  the  hotel  for  Baron  von  Marhof. 
Having  performed  her  office  as  guide  and  satisfied  herself 
that  Dick  ^-as  safe,  she  felt  her  conscience  eased,  and 
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could  POO  no  reason  why  she  shouUl  not  ride  homo  r.nd 
leave  lh(>  men  to  their  conneil.  Armitage  saw  her  turn  to 
her  horse,  vlioso  no-o  was  exi'lorin-  her  mnckinto.-h 
p  leket-,  and  ho  stepped  quickly  toward  her. 

'Ton  see,,  :^Iiss  Claiborne,  your  brother  is  quite  safe, 
but  T  very  nuich  hop(>  you  will  not  run  away.  Tliere 
arc  sonic  things  to  be  explained  which  it  is  only  fair  you 

phould  hear." 

'•Wait,  Shirley,  and  wo  will  all  go  down  together," 
said  Judge  Clailiorne  reluctantly. 

r.aron  von  Marliof.  v^ry  handsome  and  distinguished, 
but  mud-splashed,  had  tied  his  horse  to  a  post  in  the 
driveway,  and  stood  on  the  veranda  stops,  his  hat  in  his 
hand,  staring,  a  look  of  bewilderment  on  his  face.  Armi- 
tage, bareheaded,  still  in  his  riding  leggings,  his  trousers 
splashed  with  mud,  his  left  arm  sleeveless  and  sup- 
ported  by  a  handkercluef  swung  from  his  neck,  shook 
hands  with  Judge  Claiborne. 

"Baron  von  Marhof,  allow  mc  to  present  :Mr.  Armi- 
tage," said  Dick,  and  Armitage  walked  to  the  steps  and 
bowed.  The  Ambassador  did  not  offer  his  hand. 

"Won't  you  please  come  in  ?"  said  Armitage,  smiling 
upon  them,  and  when  they  were  seated  he  took  his  stand 
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by  the  fireplace,  hesitated  a  moment,  as  though  weigh- 
ing hi.^  words;,  and  began : 

"Baron  von  ^larhof,  the  events  that  have  led  to  this 
meeting  have  been  somewhat  more  than  unusual— tlicy 
arc  unique.  And  complieations  have  arisen  wliieh  re- 
quire prompt  and  wise  action.  For  this  reason  I  am  glad 
that  we  shall  have  the  benefit  of  Judge  Claiborne's  ad- 

vice. 

'•Judge  Claiborne  is  the  counsel  of  our  embassy,"  said 
the  Ambassador.  His  gaze  was  fixed  intently  on  Armi- 
tage's  face,  and  he  hitched  himself  forward  in  his  chair 
impatiently,   grasping  his   crop   nervously   across   his 

knees, 

"You  wore  anxious  to  find  mo,  Baron,  and  I  may  have 
seemed  hard  to  catch,  but  I  believe  we  have  been  work- 
ing at  cross-purposes  to  serve  the  same  interests." 
The  Baron  nodded. 
"Yes,  I  dare  say,"  he  remarked  dryly. 
"And  some  other  gentlemen,  of  not  (|uite  your  own 
standing,  have  at  the  same  time  been  seeking  me.  It  will 
give  me  great  pleasure  to  present  one  of  them-one,  I 
believe,  will  bo  enough.   ^Ir.  Claiborne,  will  you  kindly 
allow  ?iIonsieur  Jules  Chauvcuet  to  stand  in  the  door  for 
a  moment  ?  I  want  to  ask  him 'a  question." 
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Shirley,  slitting  farthest  from  Annitago,  foldod  her 
hands  upon  the  long  tal)le  and  looked  toward  the  door 
into  which  her  hrothcr  vanishod.  Then  Julos  Chauvenet 
stood  before  them  all,  and  as  his  eyes  met  hers  for  a  sec- 
ond the  color  rose  to  his  face,  and  lie  broke  out  angrily: 
"This  is  infamous!  This  is  an  outrage!  Baron  von 
Marhof,  as  an  Austrian  subject,  I  appeal  to  you  for 
protection  from  this  man !'' 

"IMonsieur,  you  shall  have  all  the  protection  Baron 
von  :iIarhof  cares  to  give  you ;  but  first  1  wish  to  ask  you 
a  question— just  one.  You  followed  mc  to  America  with 
the  fixed  purpose  of  killing  me.  You  sent  a  Servian  as- 
sassin after  me — a  follow  with  a  reputation  for  doing 
diri^'  work— and  he  tried  to  stick  a  knife  into  me  on  the 
deck  of  the  King  EJirard.  I  shall  not  recite  my  subse- 
quent experiences  with  him  or  with  you  and  ^Monsieur 
Durand.   You  announced  at  Captain  Claiborne's  table 
at  the  Army  and  Xavy  Club  in  Washington  that  I  was 
an  impostor,  and  all  the  time,  :Monsieur,  you  have  really 
believed  me  to  be  some  one — some  one  in  particular." 

Armitage's  eyes  glittered  and  his  voice  faltered  with 
intensity  as  he  uttered  these  last  words.  Then  he  thrust 
his  hand  into  his  coat  pocket,  stepped  back,  and  con- 
cluded : 
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"Who  am  I,  :M()iisic'ur?" 

Chauvcnct  shifted  uneasily  from  one  foot  to  another 
under  the  gaze  of  tlu'  five  people  who  waited  for  his 
answer;  then  he  screaiiu'd  shrilly: 

"You  arc  the  devil— an  impostor,  a  liar,  a  thief!" 
Barcn  von  ^larliof  leaped  to  his  feet  and  roared  at 
Cliauvenet  in  English: 

'•Who  is  this  man?  Whom  do  you  l)elieve  him  to  be?" 
"Answi^r  and  he  quick  about  it  I"  snapped  Claiborne. 
"I  tell  you"— began  Cliauvenet  fiercely. 
"Who  am  1  ?"  asked  Armitagc  again. 
"I  don't  know  who  you  arc — " 

"You  do  not !  You  certainly  do  not !"  laughed  Ar- 
mitagc; '-but  whom  have  you  believed  mo  to  be,  ^lon- 
sicur  ?" 

"I  thought—" 
"Yes ;  you  thought — " 

"I  thought— there  seemed  reasons  to  l«elicve — " 
"Yes ;  and  you  believe  it ;  go  on !"' 
Chauvenefs  eyes  blinked  for  a  moment  as  he  con- 
sidered the  dilliculties  of  his  situation.  The  presence 
of  Baron  von  :\tarhof  sobered  him.  America  might  not, 
after  all,  be  so  safe  a  place  from  which  to  conduct  an 
Old  World  conspiracy,  and  this  incident  must,  if  possi- 
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Mo,  1)0  liirnod  to  his  own  iU-count.    He  addrcpsed  tlic 
Baron  in  German: 

'•This  man  is  a  dcsi-rriing  plnttor;  lio  is  hont  upon 
mischiof  and  treason;  lie  has  contrived  an  attempt 
ajiainst  the  noble  ruler  ol'  our  nation— he  is  a  nienaeo  to 

the  throne — " 

'•Who  is  he?"  demanded  ^farhof  impatiently;  and  his 
eyes  and  the  eyes  of  all  fell  upon  Arniitage. 

'•1  tell  yrai  \ve  found  him  lurldng  about  in  Europe, 
•waiting  his  dianee,  ai.l  we  drove  him  away — drove  him 
hero  to  uat.h  liim.  See  these  things— that  sword— 
th.ose  (.rder^:  'I'h<  y  belonged  to  the  Archduke  Karl. 
Look  at  them  and  see  that  it  is  true!  1  tell  you  wc  have 
rendered  Austria  a  high  servieo.  One  death— one  death 
—at  Viennn  and  ihi-  son  of  a  madman  would  be  king! 
Ho  is  Erederick  Augustus,  the  son  of  the  Archduke 

Karl !"' 

The  room  was  very  still  as  the  last  words  rang  out. 
The  old  Ambassador's  gaze  clung  to  Arniitage;  ho 
stejjped  nearer,  the  perspiration  Ijreaking  out  upon  his 
brow,  and  his  lips  trembled  as  he  faltered: 

"Ho  would  be  king ;  he  would  be  king !" 

Tb.en  Armitago  spoke  sharply  to  Claiborne. 

"That  will  do.  The  gentleman  may  retire  now." 
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A?  Clnibnrnc  tlini-t  Chauvonct  out  of  the  room,  Ar- 
mitngo  turned  to  tho  littlo  company,  smilinfj. 

"I  am  not  Frederick  Augustus  Hic  ^on  of  the  Arch- 
duke Karl,"  he  ..id  quietly;  "nor  did  I  ever  pretend 
that  I  was  excci.t  to  lead  those  mo-.^  on  in  their  conspir- 
acy. The  cigiirctte  ca-e  that  caused  so  much  trouble 
at  Mr.  Claiborne'.s  supper-party  belongs  to  me.    Hero 

it  is." 

The  old  Ambassador  snatched  it  from  him  eagerly. 

"This  device— the  falcon  poised  upon  a  silver  hel- 
met! You  have  much  to  explain,  :Monsieur."' 

«It  is  the  coat-of-arms  of  t'^^e  house  of  Schomburg. 
The  case  belonged  to  Frederick  Augustus,  Karl's  son; 
and  this  sword  was  his;  and  these  orders  and  that  cloak 
lying  yonder-all  were  his.  They  were  gifts  from  his 
father.    And  believe  me,  my  friends,  I  came  by  them 

honestly."' 

The  Baron  bent  over  the  table  and  spilled  the  orders 
from  their  silver  box  and  scanned  them  eagerly.  The 
colored  ribbons,  the  glittering  jewels,  held  the  eyes  of 
all.  :^rany  of  tliem  were  tlie  insi-nia  of  rare  orders  no 
longer  conferred.  There  were  the  crown  and  pendant 
cross  of  the  Invincible  Knights  of  Zaringer;  the  white 
falcon  upon  a  silver  helmet,  s^vnng  from  a  ribbon  of 
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cloth  of  gold — the  familiar  device  of  the  aouse  of 
Schomhurg,  the  gold  Maltese  crot^s  of  tlie  Chcvaliere  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament ;  the  crosfjed  swords  above  an  iron 
crown  of  the  xVncicnt  Legion  of  Saint  Michael  and 
All  Angels;  and  the  full-rigged  ship  pendant  from  triple 
anchors— the  decoration  of  the  rare  Spanish  order  o^' 
the  Star  of  the  Seven  Seas.  Silence  held  the  company 
as  the  Ambassador's  fine  old  hands  touched  one  after  an- 
other. It  seemed  to  Shirley  that  these  baubles  again 
bound  the  Xew  World,  the  familiar  hills  of  home,  the 
Virginia  shores,  to  the  wallowing  caravels  of  Columbus. 

The  Ambassador  closed  the  silver  box  the  better  to 
examine  the  white  falcon  upon  its  lid.  Then  he  swung 
about  and  confronted  Armitage. 

"Where  is  he,  ^ilonsieur?"  he  asked,  his  voice  sunk  to 
a  whisper,  his  eyes  sweeping  the  doors  and  windows. 

"The  Archduke  Karl  is  dead;  his  son  Frederick  x\u- 
gustus,  whom  these  conspirators  have  imagined  me  to 
be — he,  too,  is  dead." 

"You  are  quite  sure — you  are  quite  sure,  Mr.  Armi- 
tage?" 

"I  am  quite  sure." 

"That  is  not  enough !  We  have  a  right  to  ask  more 
than  your  word !" 
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"Xo,  it  U  not  onougli,"  rcpliotl  Armitage  quietly. 
"Let  me  luako  my  story  brief.  I  need  not  recite  the 
peculiarities  of  the  Archduke— his  dislike  of  conven- 
tional society,  his  contempt  for  sham  and  pretense. 
After  living  a  hermit  life  at  one  of  the  smallest  and 
most  obscure  of  the  royal  estates  for  several  years,  he 
vanished  utterly.  That  was  fifteen  years  ago." 

"Yes;  he  was  mad— quite  mad,"  Hurted  the  Baron. 
"That  was  the  common  impression.  He  took  his  oldest 
son  and  went  into  exile.  Conjectures  as  to  his  wherca- 
bouts  have  filled  the  newspapers  sporadically  ever  since. 
Ho  has  been  reported  as  appearing  in  the  South  Sea 
Islands,  in  India,  in  Australia,  in  various  parts  of  this 
country.  In  truth  ho  came  directly  to  America  and 
established  himself  as  a  farmer  in  western  Canada. 
His  son  was  killed  in  an  accident;  the  Archduke  died 

within  the  year." 

Judge  Claiborne  bent  forward  in  his  chair  as  Armi- 
tage paused. 

"What  proof  have  you  of  this  story,  ^Ir.  Armitage?" 

"I  am  prepared  for  such  a  question,  gentlemen.   His 

identity  I  may  establish  by  various  documents  which  he 

gave  me  for  the  purpose.  For  greater  security  I  locked 

them  in  a  safety  bos  of  the  Bronx  Loan  and  Trust 
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Company  in  Xow  York.  To  piar.l  against  accidents  I 
named  you  jointly  with  myself  as  entitled  to  the  con- 
tents  of  that  box.  TTcre  is  the  key." 

As  he  placed  the  slim  hit  of  stool  on  the  table  and 
Pteppod  back  to  his  old  position  on  the  hearth,  they  saw 
how  white  he  was,  and  taut  his  hand  shook,  and  Dick 
bcffccd  him  to  sit  down. 

"Yes;  will  you  not  be  seated,  Monsieur?"  said  the 
Baron  kindly. 

"No;  T  shall  have  finished  in  a  moment.  The  Arch- 
duke gave  those  documents  to  mo,  and  with  them  a  paper 
that  will  explain  much  in  the  life  ..f  that  unh.ippy  gen- 
tleman. It  contains  a  disclosure  that  might  in  certain 
emergencies  be  of  very  great  value.  I  beg  of  you,  be- 
lieve that  ho  was  not  a  fool,  and  not  a  madman.  He 
Fought  exile  for  reasons— for  the  reason  that  his  son 
Francis  who  has  been  plotting  the  umrder  of  the  new 
Emperor-king,  is  not  his  son!" 
"Wliat  1"  roared  the  Baron. 

"It  is  as  I  have  said.  The  faithlessness  of  hi?  wife, 
and  not  madness,  drove  him  into  exile.  He  intrusted 
that  paper  to  mo  and  swore  me  to  carry  it  to  Menna  if 
Francis  ever  got  too  near  tlie  throiip.  It  is  -crtiried  by 
half  a  dozen  ofTicials  authorized  to  administer  oaths  in 
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Cnnaih),  tliou-rh  tlu\v,  of  course,  never  knew  the  contents 
of  the  pap«r  to  wliich  they  swore  him.  He  even  carried  it 
to  Nov  York  and  swore  to  it  there  before  the  consul- 
geuer  -f  Auptria-IIungary  in  that  city.  There  was  a 
certain  j:riiii  humor  in  him ;  he  sa  wished  to  have 

the  alTidavit  hear  the  seal  of  his  own  c  .y,  and  the 
con!ul-<,'(  neral  a??umLu  that  it  was  a  document  of  mere 
commercial  significance." 

The  Baron  looked  at  the  key;  he  touched  the  silver 
box ;  his  hand  rested  for  a  moment  on  the  sword. 

'■'It  is  .1  marvelous  story— it  is  wonderful !  Can  it  be 
ti-ye— can  it  be  true?"  murmured  the  Ambassador. 

"Tlie  documents  will  be  the  best  evidence.  ^Ye  can 
settle  the  matter  in  twenty-four  hours"  paid  Judge 
Claiborne. 

"You  will  pardon  me  for  seeming  incredulous,  sir," 
said  the  Baron,  '■1)ut  it  is  all  so  extraordinary.  And 
those  men,  these  prisoners — " 

"Thov  I'.ave  pur-md  mo  under  the  impression  that  I 
am  Frederick  Augustus.  Oddly  enough,  I,  too,  am 
Frederick  Augustu^."'  and  Armitage  smiled.  "I  was 
within  a  few  months  of  his  age,  and  I  had  a  little  brush 
with  Chauvenct  and  Durand  in  Geneva  in  which  they 
captured  ray  cigarette  case— it  had  belonged  to  Frcdcr- 
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iek,  and  tlie  Archilukc  gave  it  to  nic— and  my  trouM 
began.  The  Einporor-king  was*  oM  and  ill ;  the  disorder 
in  Hungary  were  to  cloak  the  us^assiinatiun  of  liii'  «uc- 
ccHsor;  then  the  Archduke  Francis  KarlV  reputed  son, 
was  to  be  installed  upon  the  throne." 

"Yes ;  there  has  been  a  conspiracy ;  I—" 
"And  there  have  been  conspirators!  Two  of  them 
are  safely  behind  that  door ;  and,  somewhat  through  my 
efforts,  their  chief,  Winkelried,  should  now  be  under 
arrest  in  Vienna.  I  have  had  reasons,  besides  my  pledge 
to  Archduke  Karl,  for  taking  an  active  part  in  these 
affairs.  A  year  ago  T  gave  Karl's  repudiation  of  his 
second  son  to  Count  Ferdinand  von  Stroebel,  the  prime 
minister.  The  statement  was  stolen  from  him  for  the 
Winkelried  conspirators  by  these  men  we  now  have 
locked  up  in  this  house." 

The  Ambassador's  eyes  blazed  with  excitement  as  these 
statements  fell  one  by  one  from  Armitage's  lips;  but 
Armitage  went  on : 

"I  trust  that  my  plan  for  handling  these  men  will 
meet  with  your  approval.  They  have  chartered  the 
George  TF.  Custis,  a  fruit-carrying  steamer  lying  at 
^[organ's  wharf  in  Baltimore,  in  which  they  expected 
to  make  off  after  they  had  finished  with  me.   At  one 
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time  they  had  sonic  iiloa  of  kidnapping  mo ;  nml  it  i-n't 
my  fault  tlioy  fuilod  at  that  game.  But  I  leave  it  to 
you,  gentlemen,  to  deal  with  them.  I  will  MXggc^t,  how- 
over,  that  the  prw»onco  just  now  in  the  West  Indies,  of 
the  cruiser  Sophia  Mnnjnrct.  flying  the  flag  of  Austria- 
Hungary,  may  he  suggestive." 

Tie  smiled  at  the  quick  glance  that  passed  between  the 
Ambassador  and  Judge  Claiborne. 

Then  Baron  von  ^larhof  blurted  out  the  question  that 
was  uppermost  in  the  minds  of  all. 
"Who  arc  you.  John  Armitagc?" 
And  Armitage  answered,  quite  simply  and  in  the 
quiet  tone  that  he  had  used  throughout : 

"I  am  Frederick  Augustus  von  Stroebel,  the  son  of 
your  sister  and  of  the  'ounx,  Ferdinand  von  Stroebel. 
The  Archduke's  son  and  T  were  school-fellows  and  play- 
mates ;  you  remember  as  well  as  I  my  father's  place  near 
the  royal  lands.  The  Archduke  talked  much  of  democ- 
racy and  the  New  World,  and  used  to  joke  about  the 
divine  right  of  kings.  T.et  me  make  my  story  short— 
I  found  out  their  plan  of  flight  and  slipped  away  with 
them.  It  was  believed  that  I  had  been  carried  away  by 
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'•Yes,  that  is  true ;  it  is  all  true !  And  you  never  saw 
your  father — you  never  went  co  him?" 

"I  was  only  thirteen  when  I  ran  away  witli  Karl. 
Wlicn  I  appeared  before  my  father  in  Paris  last  year 
he  would  have  sent  me  away  in  auger,  if  it  had  not  been 
that  I  knew  matters  of  importance  to  An-  tria — Austria, 
always  Austria !"' 

"Yes ;  that  was  quite  like  him,"  said  tlie  Ambassador. 
"IIo  served  his  country  wiHi  a  passionate  devotion.  Tic 
hated  America— he  distrusted  the  whole  democratic 
idea.  It  was  that  wliich  pointed  his  anger  against  you— 
that  you  should  have  chosen  to  live  here." 

"Then  when  I  saw  him  at  Cieneva— that  last  inter- 
view—he told  nie  that  Karl's  statement  had  been  stolen, 
and  he  had  his  spies  abmad  lorjkiug  for  the  thieves.  He 
was  very  bitter  against  me.  It  w;is  only  a  few  hours  be- 
fore he  was  killed,  as  a  part  of  the  Winkelrifd  con- 
spiracy. He  had  given  his  life  for  Austria.  He  told  me 
never  to  sec  him  again— never  to  claim  my  own  name 
until  1  nad  done  sometliing  for  Austria.  And  1  went  to 
Vienna  and  knelt  in  the  crowd  at  his  funeral,  and  no 
one  k-new  me,  and  it  hurt  me,  oh,  it  hurt  me  to  know 
that  he  had  grieved  for  me;  that  he  had  wanted  a  son 
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to  cr.rry  on  his  own  work,  wl.ilc  I  had  grown  away  from 
the  whole  idoa  of  such  labor  as  his.  And  now—" 

ric  faltered,  his  hoar?o  voice  broke  with  stress  of  feel- 
ing, and  hi?  pallor  dcoponod. 

"It  was  not  iny  fault— it  was  really  not  my  fault!  I 
did  the  best  1  coul.l,  and,  by  God,  Tve  got  them  in  tho 
room  there  where  they  can't  do  any  harm!— and  Dick 
Claiborne,  you  arc  tlic  finest  fellow  in  tho  world,  and 
the  squarest  and  bravest,  and  T  want  to  take  yo,  r  hand 
before  I  go  to  sleep;  for  Tm  sick-yes,  I'm  sick-and 
sleepy-and  you'd  better  haul  down  that  flag  over  tho 
,loor-it's  treason,  I  tell  you!-and  if  you  see  Shirley, 
tell  her  I'm  John  Armitage— tell  her  I'm  John  Armi- 

tage,  John  Arm — " 

Tho  room  and  its  figures  rushed  before  his  eyes,  and 
as  he  tried  to  stand  erect  his  knees  crumpled  under  him, 
and  before  they  could  reach  him  he  sank  to  the  floor 
with  a  moan.  As  they  crowded  about  he  stirred  slightly, 
sighed  deeply,  and  lay  perfectly  stilL 
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To-morrow?  'Tis  not  ours  to  know 
That  we  again  shall  see  the  flowers. 

To-morrow  is  the  gods' — but,  oh! 
To-day  is  ours. 

— C.  E.  Merrill,  Jr. 

Claiborne  called  Oscar  through  the  soft  dusk  of  the 
April  evening.   The  phalanx  of  stars  marched  augustly 
across  the  heavens.   Claiborne  lifted  his  face  gratefully 
to  the  cool  night  breeze,  for  he  was  wdrn  with  the  stress 
and  anxiety  of  the  day,  and  there  remained  much  to  do. 
The  bungalow  had  been  speedily  transformed  into  a  hos- 
pital. One  nurse,  borrowed  from  a  convalescent  patient 
at  the  Springs,  was  to  be  reinforced  by  another  sum- 
moned by  wire  from  Washington.  The  Ambassador's  de- 
mand to  be  allowed  to  remove  Arraitage  to  his  own 
house  at  the  Springs  had  been  promptly  rejected  by 
the  surgeon.   A  fever  had  hold  of  John  Armitage,  who 
was  ill  enough  without  the  wound  in  his  shoulder,  and 
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the  surgeon  movrd  his  traps  to  the  bungalow  and  took 
charge  of  the  case.  Oscar  had  brought  Claiborne's  bag, 
and  all  was  now  in  readiness  for  the  night. 

Oscar's  erect  figure  at  salute  and  his  respectful  voice 
brought  Claiborne  down  from  the  stars. 

"We  can  get  rid  of  the  prisoners  to-night— yes  ?" 
"At  midnight  two  secret  service  men  will  be  here 
from  Washington  to  travel  with  them  to  Baltimore  to 
their  boat.  The  Baron  and  my  father  arranged  it  over 
the  telephone  from  the  Springs.  The  prisoners  under- 
stand that  they  are  in  serious  trouble,  and  have  agreed 
to  go  quietly.  The  government  agents  are  discreet  men. 
You  brought  up  the  buckboard?" 

"But  the  men  should  be  hanged— for  they  shot  our 
captain,  and  he  may  die." 

The  little  man  spoke  with  sad  cadence.  A  pathos  in 
his  erect,  sturdy  figure,  his  lowered  tone  as  he  referred 
to  Armitage,  touched  Claiborne. 

"He  will  get  well,  Oscar.  Everything  will  seem 
brighter  to-morrow.  You  had  better  sleep  until  it  is  time 
to  drive  to  the  train." 

Oscar  stepped  nearer  and  his  voice  sank  to  a  whis- 
per. 

"I  have  not  forgotten  the  tall  man  who  died ;  it  is  not 
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well  for  him  to  ,     unbiiriod.  You  are  not  a  Catholic— 


no: 


"You  need  not  toll  mc  how— or  anything  about  it— 
but  you  nre  sure  he  is  quite  dead  ?"' 

"He  i?  dead;  he  was  a  had  man,  and  died  very  ter- 
ribly," said  Oscar,  and  he  took  off  his  hat  and  drew 
hi:^  sleeve  across  his  forehead.  "I  will  toll  you  just  how  it 
was.  When  my  horse  took  the  wall  and  got  their  bullets 
and  tunil)lcd  down  dead,  the  big  man  they  called  Zmai 
saw  how  it  was,  that  we  were  all  coming  over  after 
them,  and  ran.  He  kept  running  through  the  brambles 
and  over  the  stones,  and  I  thought  he  would  soon  turn 
and  we  might  have  a  fight,  but  he  did  not  stop ;  and  T 
could  not  let  him  get  away.    It  was  our  captain  who 
said,  'We  n  ust  take  them  prisoners,'  was  it  rot  so?" 
"Yes ;  that  was  Mr.  Armitage's  wish." 
'•'Then  I  saw  that  we  -nore  going  toward  the  bridge, 
the  one  th.-y  do  not  use,  there  at  the  doop  ravine.  I  had 
crossed  it  once  and  knew  that  it  was  weak  and  shaky, 
and  T  slacked  up  and  watched  him.  He  kept  on,  and  just 
before  he  came  to  it,  when  I  was  very  close  to  him,  for 
he  was  a  slow  runner— yes?  being  so  big  and  clumsy,  he 
turned  and  shot  at  me  with  his  revolver,  but  ho  was  in 
a  hurry  and  missed;  but  he  ran  on.  His  feet  struck  the 
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planks  of  the  bridge  with  a  great  jar  and  creaking,  but 
he  kept  running  and  stumbled  and  fell  once  with  a  mad 
clatter  of  the  planks.  He  was  a  coward  with  a  heart  of 
water,  and  would  not  stop  when  I  called,  and  come  back 
for  a  little  fight.  The  wires  of  the  bridge  hummed  and 
the  bridge  swung  and  creaked.    When  he  wa.s  almost 
midway  of  tlie  bridge  the  big  wires  that  held  it  began 
to  shriek  out  of  the  old  posts  that  held  them— though  I 
had  not  touched  them— and  it  seemed  many  years  that 
passed  while  the  whole  of  if;  dangled  in  the  air  like  a 
bird-nest  in  a  storm ;  and  thfc  creek  down  below  laughed 
at  that  big  coward.  I  still  heard  his  hoofs  thumping  the 
planks,  until  the  bridge  dropped  from  under  him  and 
left  him  for  a  long  second  with  his  arms  and  legs  flying 
in  the  air.  Yes ;  it  was  very  horrible  to  see.  And  then  his 
great  body  went  down,  down— God !  It  was  a  very  dread- 
ful way  for  a  wicked  man  to  die." 

And  Oscar  brushed  his  hat  with  his  sleeve  and  looked 
away  at  the  purple  and  gray  ridges  and  their  burden  of 

stars. 

"Yes,  it  must  have  been  terrible,"  said  Claiborne. 

"But  now  he  can  not  be  left  to  lie  down  there  on  the 
rocks,  though  he  was  so  wicked  and  died  like  a  beast  I 
am  a  bad  Catholic,  but  when  I  was  a  boy  1  used  to  serve 
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mass,  and  it  is  not  well  for  a  man  to  lie  in  a  wild  place 
where  the  buzzards  will  find  him." 

"But  you  can  not  bring  a  piicst.  Great  harm  would 
be  done  if  news  of  this  affair  were  to  get  abroad.  You 
understand  that  what  has  passed  here  must  never  bo 
known  by  the  cutside  world.  :My  father  and  Baron  von 
Marhof  have  counseled  that,  and  you  may  be  sure  there 
are  reasons  why  these  things  must  be  kept  quiet,  or  thoy 
would  seek  the  law's  aid  at  once." 

'"Yes;  I  have  been  a  soldier;  but  after  this  little  war 
I  shall  bur}'  the  dead.  In  an  hour  I  shall  be  back  to  drive 
the  buckboard  to  Lamar  station." 
Claiborne  looked  at  his  watch. 
"I  will  go  with  you,"  he  said. 

Thev  started  through  the  wood  toward  the  Port  of 
Missing  Men;  and  together  they  found  rough  niches  in 
the  side  of  the  gap,  down  which  they  made  their  way  toil- 
somely to  the  boulder-lined  stream  that  laughed  and 
tumbled  foamily  at  the  bottom  of  the  defile.  They  found 
the  wreckage  of  the  slender  bridge,  broken  to  fragments 
where  the  planking  had  struck  the  rocks.  It  was  very 
quiet  in  the  mountain  cleft,  and  the  stars  seemed  with- 
drawn to  newer  and  deeper  arches  of  heaven  as  they 
Bought  in  the  debris  for  the  Servian.   They  kindled  a 
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fire  of  twigs  to  give  light  for  their  search,  and  soon  found 
the  great  body  lying  quite  at  the  edge  of  the  torrent, 
with  arms  flung  out  as  though  to  ward  off  a  blow.  The 
face  twisted  with  terror  and  the  small  evil  eyes,  glassed 
in  death,  were  not  good  to  see. 

"He  was  a  wicked  man,  and  died  in  sin.  I  will  dig  a 
grave  for  him  by  these  bushes." 

When  the  work  was  quite  done,  Oscar  took  off  his  hat 
and  knelt  down  by  the  side  of  the  strange  grave  and 
bowed  his  head  in  silence  for  a  moment.  Then  he  began 
to  repeat  words  and  phrases  of  prayers  he  had  known 
as  a  peasant  boy  in  a  forest  over  seas,  and  bis  voice  rose 
to  a  kind  of  chant.  Such  petitions  of  ihe  Litany  of  the 
Saints  as  he  could  recall  he  uttered,  his  voice  rising 
mournfully  among  the  rocks. 

"From  all  evil;  from  all  sin;  from  Thy  wrath;  from 
sudden  and  unprovided  death,  0  Lord,  deliver  us!" 

Then  he  was  silent,  though  in  the  wavering  flame  of 
the  fire  Claiborne  saw  that  his  lips  still  muttered  prayers 
for  the  Servian's  soul.  When  again  his  words  grew  audi- 
ble he  was  saying : 

" — That  Thou  wouldst  not  deliver  it  into  the  hand  of 
thz  enemy,  nor  forget  it  unto  the  end,  hut  wouldst  com- 
mand it  to  le  received  ly  the  Holy  Angels,  and  con- 
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ducted  to  paradise,  its  true  country;  that,  as  in  Thee  it 
hath  hoped  and  heli^ved,  it  may  not  suffer  the  pains  of 
hell  lut  may  take  pobsession  of  eternal  joys." 

He  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  rose,  brushed  the  dirt 
from  his  knees  and  put  on  his  liat. 

"He  was  a  coward  and  died  an  ugly  death,  but  I  am 
glad  I  did  not  kill  him." 

"Yes,  we  were  spared  murder,"  said  Claiborne;  and 
when  they  had  trodden  out  the  fire  and  scattered  the 
embers  into  the  stream,  they  climbed  the  steep  side  of 
the  gap  and  turned  toward  the  bungalow.  Oscar  trudged 
Filently  at  Claiborne's  side,  and  neither  spoke.    Both 
were  worn  to  the  point  of  exhaustion  by  the  events  of 
the  long  day ;  the  stubborn  patience  and  fidelity  of  the 
little  man  touciied  a  chord  in  Claiborne.  Almost  uncon- 
sciously he  threw  his  arm  across  Oscar's  shoulders  and 
walked  thus  beside  him  as  they  traversed  the  battle-field 
of  the  morning. 
"You  knew  Mr.  Armitage  when  he  was  a  boy?"  asked 

Claiborne. 

"Yes ;  in  the  Austrian  forest,  on  his  father's  place — 
the  Count  Ferdinand  von  Strocbel.  The  young  captain's 
mother  died  when  he  was  a  child;  his  father  was  the 
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great  statesman,  and  did  much  for  the  Schomburgs  and 
Austria;  but  it  did  not  aid  his  disposition— no?"' 

The  t-ccrct  siTvico   men  had  come  by  way  of  tho 
Springs,  and  were  waiting  at  the  bungalow  to  report  to 
Chiiborne.  They  handed  him  a  scaled  paeket  of  instruc- 
tions from  the  Secretary  of  War.   The  deportation  of 
Chauvenet  and  Durand  was  to  be  effected  at  once  under 
Claiborne's  direction,  and  he  sent  Oscar  to  the  stables 
for  tlie  buckboard  and  sat  down  on  the  veranda  to  dis- 
cuss the  trip  to  Baltimore  with  the  two  secret  agents. 
Thoy  were  to  gather  up  the  personal  effects  of  tho  con- 
spirators at  the  tavern  on  the  drive  to  Lamar.  The  rooms 
occupied  by  Chauvenet  at  Washington  had  already  bcea 
ransacked  and  correspondence  and  memoranda  of  a 
startling  character  seized.  Chauvenet  was  known  to  be  a 
professional  blackmailer  and  plotter  of  political  mischief, 
and  the  embassy  of  Austria-Hungary  had  identified  Du- 
rand as  an  ex-convict  who  had  only  lately  been  impli- 
cated in  th.e  launching  of  a  dangerous  issue  of  forged 
bonds  in  Taris.   Claiborne  had  been  carefully  coached 
by  his  father,  and  he  answered  the  questions  of  the  offi- 
cers readily : 

"If  these  men  give  you  any  trouble,  put  them  under 
arrest  in  the  nearest  jail.  We  can  bring  them  back  here 
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for  attempted  murder,  if  nothing  worse;  and  these 
mountain  juries  will  i^oc  that  they're  put  away  for  a  long 
time.  You  will  accompany  them  on  1)oard  the  George  W. 
Custis,  and  stay  with  them  until  you  reach  Cape  Charles. 
A  lighthouse  tender  will  follow  the  steamer  down  Chesa- 
peake Bay  and  take  you  off  If  these  gentlemen  do  not 
give  the  proper  orders  to  the  captain  of  the  steamer,  you 
will  put  them  all  under  arrest  and  si^^^al  the  tender." 

Chauvenet  and  Durand  liad  hcon  brought  out  and 
placed  in  the  huckboard,  and  these  orders  were  intended 
for  their  ears. 

"We  will  waive  our  right  to  a  ^Tit  of  habeas  corpus," 
remarked  Durand  cheerfully,  as  Claiborne  flashed  a  lan- 
tern over  them.  '•'Dearest  Jules,  wo  shall  not  forget  Mon- 
sieur Claiborne's  courteous  treatment  of  us." 

"Shut  up !"  snapped  Chauvenet. 

"You  will  both  of  you  do  well  to  hold  your  tongues," 
remarked  Claiborne  dryly.  "One  of  tlio>e  officer?  under- 
stands French,  and  I  assure  you  they  can  not  be 
bought  or  frightened.  If  you  try  to  bolt,  they  will  cer- 
tainly shoot  you.  If  you  make  a  row  about  going  on 
board  your  boat  at  Baltimore,  remember  they  are  gov- 
ernment agents,  with  ample  authority  for  any  emer- 
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gpncy,  nml  tluit  Barou  vou  Marhof  has  the  American 
Statf  iX'partmont  at  his  back." 
"You  arc  wonderful,  Captain  Claiborne,"  drawled  Du- 

rand. 

"There  is  no  trap  in  this?  You  give  us  the  freedom 
of  the  sea?"  demanded  Chauveuet. 

"1  gave  you  the  option  of  a  Virginia  prison  for  con- 
t^piraoy  to  murder,  or  a  run  for  your  life  in  your  own 
boat  beyond  the  Capes.  You  have  chosen  the  second  al- 
ternative ;  if  you  care  to  change  your  decision—" 

Oscar  gathered  up  the  reins  and  waited  for  the  word. 
Claiborne  held  his  watch  to  the  lantern. 

«Wo  mast  not  miss  our  train,  my  dear  Jules !"  said 

Durand. 

"Ball,  Claiborne!  this  is  ungenerous  of  you.  Y''ou 
know  well  enough  this  is  an  unlawful  proceeding— kid- 
napping us  this  way— without  opportunity  for  counsel." 

"And  without  benefit  of  clergy,"  lar.ghi'd  Claiborne. 
"Is  it  a  dash  for  the  sea,  or  the  nearest  county  jail?  If 
you  want  to  tackle  the  American  courts,  we  have  nothing 
to  venture.  The  Winkelried  crowd  are  safe  behind  the 
bars  in  Vienna,  and  publicity  can  do  us  no  harm." 

"Drive  on!"  ejaculated  Chauvcnct. 

As  the  buckboard  started,  Baron  von  Marhof  and 
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Judge  Claiborne  rodo  up,  and  watched  thu  departure 
from  tlicir  saddles. 

"That's  the  end  of  one  chapter,"  remarked  Judge 
Claiborne. 

"They're  glad  enou;rh  to  go,"  said  Dick.  "What's  the 
latesL  \.ord  from  Vienna?" 

"The  conspirators  were  taken  quietly;  about  one  hun- 
dred arrests  have  been  made  in  all,  and  the  Hungarian 
uprising  has  played  out  utterly — ^thanks  to  Mr.  John 
Armitage,"  and  the  Baron  sighed  and  turned  toward  the 
bungalow. 

When  tlic  two  diplomats  rode  home  half  an  hour  later, 
it  was  with  the  assurance  that  Armitagc's  condition  was 
satisfactory. 

"He  is  a  hardy  plant,"  said  the  surgeon,  "and  will 
pull  through." 
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If  BO  be.  -ou  can  discover  a  mode  of  life  more  deslrablo 
than  the  being  a  king,  for  those  who  Bhall  be  kings;  then 
the  true  Ideal  of  the  State  will  become  a  poBBlblllty;  but  not 
otherwise.— A/ariiJS  the  Epicurean. 

June  roses  overflowed  the  vornnda  rail  of  Baron  von 
Marhof's  cottn-o  at  Storm  Springs.  The  Ambassador 
and  his  friend  and  counsel,  Judge  Hilton  Claiborne,  sat 
in  a  cool  corner  with  a  wicker  table  between  them.  The 
representative  of  Austria-Hungary  shook  hia  glass  with 
an  impatience  that  tinkled  the  ice  cheerily. 

"He's  f!  ■  -'bstinate  as  a  mule !" 

Judge  .  xaibornc  laughed  at  the  Baron's  vehemence. 

"Re  comes  by  it  honestly.  1  can  imagine  his  father 
doing  the  same  thing  under  similar  circumstances." 

"What !  This  rot  about  democracy !  This  light  toss- 
ing away  of  :i;t  honest  title,  a  respectable  fortune!  My 
dear  sir,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  cirymg  democracy  too 

far!" 
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"I  supposo  there  is;  but  bo's  of  age;  he's  a  grown 
man.  I  don't  poc  wlint  you're  going  to  do  about  it." 

"Xcither  do  II  But  think  what  he's  putting  aside. 
The  boy's  ch.vcr — he  has  courage  and  brains,  is  we 
know;  he  could  have  position — the  liomc  government  is 
under  imnicnso  obligations  to  him.  X  word  from  me  to 
Vienna  and  l;is  services  to  the  crown  would  be  acknow- 
ledged in  the  most  generous  fashion.  And  with  his  fa- 
ther's memory  and  reputation  behind  him — " 

"But  the  idea  of  reward  doesn't  appeal  to  him.  We 
canvassed  that  last  night." 

"There's  one  thing  I  haven't  dared  to  ask  him;  to 
take  his  own  name — to  become  Frederick  Augustus  von 
Stroebel,  even  if  he  doesn't  want  his  father's  money  or 
the  title.  Quito  likely  he  will  refuse  that,  too." 

"It  is  possible.  ^lost  things  seem  possible  with  Armi- 

's  simply  providential  that  he  hasn't  become  a  citi- 
zc  of  \T  republic.  That  would  have  been  the  last 
straw  r 

They  rose  as  Armitage  called  to  tliem  from  a  French 
,  window  near  by. 

"Good  afternoon,  gentlemen!    When  two  diplomats 
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get  their  heads  together  on  a  summer  afternoon,  the  uni- 
verse is  in  danger.*' 

JIc  came  toward  them  hatless,  hut  trailing  a  stick  that 
had  been  the  prop  of  his  later  convalescence.   His  blue 
serge  coat,  a  negligee  shirt  and  duck  trousers  had  been 
drawn  a  few  days  before  from  the  trunks  brought  by  Os- 
car from  the  bungalow,    lie  was  clean-shaven  for  the 
first  time  since  his  illness,  and  the  two  men  looked  at 
him  with  a  new  interest.  His  deepened  temples  and  lean 
cheeks  and  hands  told  their  story;  but  his  step  was  re- 
gaining  its  old  assurance,  and  his  eyes  were  clear  and 
bright.    He  thrust  the  little  stick  under  his  arm  ar"* 
stood  erect,  gazing  at  the  near  gardens  and  then  at 
hills.  The  wind  tumbled  his  brown  newly-trimmed  hair, 
and  caught  the  loose  ends  of  his  scarf  and  whipped  them 

free. 

"Sit  down.  We  were  just  talking  of  you.  You  arc  get- 
ting so  much  stronger  every  day  that  we  can't  be  sure  of 
you  long,"  said  the  Baron. 

"You  have  spoiled  me,— I  am  not  at  all  anxious  to 
venture  back  into  the  world.  These  Virginia  gardens 
arc  a  dream  world,  where  nothing  is  really  quite  true." 

"Something  must  be  done  about  your  father's  estate 
Boon.  It  is  yours,  waiting  and  ready." 
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The  Baron  bent  toward  tlie  young  man  anxiously. 

Armitago  shook  his  li.'ad  slowly,  and  clasped  the  stick 
with  both  hands  and  held  it  across  his  knees. 

"Xo, — no !  Please  let  us  not  talk  of  that  any  more.  I 
could  not  feel  comfortable  about  it.  I  have  kept  my 
pledge  to  do  something  for  his  country — something  that 
we  may  hope  pleases  him  if  he  knows."' 

The  three  were  silent  for  a  moment.  A  breeze,  sweet 
\rith  pine-scent  of  the  hills,  swept  the  valley,  taking  trib- 
ute of  the  gardens  as  it  passed.  The  Baron  was  afraid  to 
venture  his  last  request. 

"But  the  name — the  honored  name  of  the  greatest 
statesman  Austria  has  known — a  name  that  will  endure 
•with  the  greatest  names  of  Europe— surely  you  can  at 
least  accept  that." 

The  Ambassador's  tone  was  as  gravely  importunate  as 
though  ho  were  begging  the  cession  of  a  city  from  a  harsh 
conqueror.  Armitago  rose  and  walked  the  lengtli  of  the 
veranda.  He  had  not  seen  Shirley  since  that  morning 
■when  the  earth  had  slipped  from  under  his  feet  at  the 
bungalow.  The  Claibornes  had  b^en  back  and  forth 
often  between  Washington  and  Storm  Springs.  The 
Judge  had  just  been  appointed  a  member  of  the  Brazilian 
boundary  commission  which  was  to  meet  shortly  in  Ber- 
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lin,  and  ^Irs.  riail)ovn('  and  Siiirlcy  were  to  go  with  him. 
In  tlie  Chuhorno  gardcit  hoyond  and  ix'low,  he  saw  a 
flasli  of  wliite  here-  and  there  among  the  dark  green 
hedges.  He  paused,  leaned  against  a  pilh'j-,  and  waited 
until  Sl'irlcy  crossed  one  of  the  walks  and  passed  slowly 
on,  i.itent  upon  the  rose  trees;  and  he  saw — or  thought 
he  saw — the  sun  searching  out  the  gold  in  her  l)rown 
hair.  She  was  hatless.  ITcr  white  gown  emphasized 
the  straight  line  of  lier  figure.  She  paused  to  ponder 
some  new  arrangement  of  a  line  of  hydrangeas,  and  he 
caught  a  glimpse  of  her  against  a  pillar  of  crimson 
ramblers.  Then  he  went  hack  to  the  Baron. 

''How  much  of  our  row  in  the  hills  got  into  the  news- 
paper? ?■ '  he  asked,  sitting  down. 

"Xothing, — absolutely  nothing.  The  presence  of  the 
Sophia  Margaret  off  the  capes  caused  inijuiries  to  be 
made  at  the  embassy,  and  several  correspondents  came 
down  here  to  interview  me.  Then  the  revenue  officers 
made  some  raids  in  the  hills  opportunely  and  created  a 
local  diversion.  You  were  hurt  while  cleaning  your  gun, 
— please  do  not  forget  that ! — and  you  arc  a  friend  of  my 
family, — a  very  eccentric  character,  who  has  chosen  to 
live  in  the  wilderness." 

The  Judge  and  Arniitago  lauglu^d  at  those  e.xplana- 
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tions,  though  there  was  a  little  constraint  upon  them  all. 
The  Baron's  question  was  still  unanswered. 

"You  ecased  to  he  of  particular  interest  some  time 
ago.  \niile  you  were  sick  the  fraudulent  Voa  Kissel  was 
arrested  in  Australia,  and  I  helievo  some  of  the  news- 
papers apologized  to  you  handsomely." 

"That  was  very  generous  of  them;''  and  Armitago 
shirtod  his  position  slightly.  A  white  skirt  had  flaslu  d 
a"-ain  in  the  (.  k-.ihorne  garden  and  he  was  trying  to  fol- 
low  it.  At  tlie  same  time  there  were  (jucstions  ho 
wished  to  ask  and  h.ave  answered.  The  Caroness  von 
Marhof  had  already  gone  to  Newport;  ih'^  Traron  lin- 
gered merely  out  of  good  feeling  toward  Armitage— for 
it  was  as  Armitago  that  he  was  still  known  to  the  people 
of  Storm  Springs,  to  the  doctor  and  nurses  who  tended 

him. 

"The  news  from  Vienna  seems  tranquil  enough,"  re- 
marked Armitage.  He  had  not  yet  answered  the  Baron's 
question,  and  the  old  g  Aleman  grew  restless  at  the  de- 
lay. "I  read  in  the  Xcue  Freie  Pressr  a  while  ago  that 
Charles  Louis  is  showing  an  unexpected  capacity  for  af- 
fairs. It  is  reported,  too,  that  an  heir  is  in  prospect.  The 
Winkelried  conspiracy  is  only  a  had  dream  and  we  may 
safely  turn  to  other  affairs." 
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"Yc? ;  but  the  margin  l)y  which  \vc  Of^capcd  is  too  nar- 
row to  contcinphitc." 

"Wc  liavc  a  saying  that  a  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile," 
remarked  Judge  Claiborne.  '"Wc  have  never  told  Mr. 
Armitage  that  wc  found  the  papers  in  the  safety  box  at 
New  York  to  be  as  he  described  them.'' 

"They  are  dangerous.  We  have  hesitated  as  to  whether 
there  was  more  risk  in  destroying  them  than  in  preserv- 
ing them/'  said  the  Baron. 

Armitage  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  laughed. 

"They  are  out  of  my  hands.  I  positively  decline  to 
accept  their  further  custody." 

A  messenger  appeared  with  a  telegram  which  the 
Baron  opened  and  read. 

"It's  from  the  commander  of  the  Sophia  Margaret, 
who  is  just  leaving  Rio  Janeiro  for  Trieste,  and  reports 
his  prisoners  safe  and  in  good  health." 

"It  was  a  happy  thought  to  have  him  continue  his 
cruise  to  tlie  Brazilian  coast  before  returning  homeward. 
By  the  time  he  delivers  those  two  scoundrels  to  his  gov- 
ernment their  fellow  conspirators  will  have  forgotten 
they  ever  lived.  But" — and  Judge  Claiborne  shrugged 
his  shoulders  and  smiled  disingenuously — "as  a  law}'er 
I  deplore  such  methods.    Think  what  a  stir  would  be 
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made  in  this  country  if  it  were  known  that  two  men  had 
hoen  kidnappcl  in  the  sovereign  state  of  Virginia  and 
taken  nut  to  sea  under  convoy  of  ship,  carrying  .uir  flag 
for  transfer  to  an  Austrian  l.attlo-ship!  That's  what  wo 
jjct  for  iH'ing  a  free  r.puhli.  that  can  not  eounteuance 
the  extradition  of  a  foreign  citizen  for  a  political  of- 
fense." 

Armitage  was  not  listening.  Questions  of  interna- 
tional Inw^'and  comity  had  no  intcre  t  for  him  whatever. 
The  vallev  hrcx^x.e,  the  glory  of  th.e  hluo  Virginia  sky, 
the  far-stretching  lines  of  hills  that  caught  and  lod  the 
eye  like  M'a  billows;  the  dark  green  of  shrubbery,  the 
slope  of  upland  meadows,  and  that  elusive,  vanishing 
gleam  of  white -before  such  things  as  these  the  splen- 
dor of  empire  and  the  might  of  armies  were  unworthy  of 

man's  desire. 

The  Baron's  next  '.'ords  broke  harshly  upon  liis  mood. 

"The  gratitude  of  kings  is  not  a  thing  to  be  despised. 
You  couhl  go  to  Vienna  and  begin  whore  mo^t  men  leave 
off!  strong  hands  are  needed  in  Austria -you  could 
make  vourself  the  younger-the  great  Stroebel-" 

The  mention  of  hi<  name  brought  back  the  Baron's 
still  unanswered  question.  He  referred  to  it  now,  as  he 
stood  before  them  smiling. 
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«T  liavo  answoro.1  nil  your  .iuo>tini,s  l.ui  ono;  I  sIkiU 
nnswor  tl.at  n  litil.-  lat.M'-if  ym,  will  vscu.v  i,u<  for 
just  a  f-w  ininul.-  1  will  -o  au-l  P'l  tl.'  ai.swor.-ihat  is, 
gentlemen,  1  l:-po  1  >hall  be  al.lo  to  bring  it  baek  aviIU 

me. 

He  turne.l  and  ran  down  tl.e  steps  an.l  stro.le  away 
tbrou-b  ibe  Ion-  sbn.lows  of  tbe  .garden.    They  board 
tbe  ..ne  click  after  bin,  as  be  pnssed  into  tbe  Claiborne 
.rroLh  and  tb...  tluy  -danced  at  e:ub  ..Iber  wilb  such 
a  .dan<.-  as  ,nav  pa-  between  two  n.eud.ers  of  a  peace 
.onnni^Hon  .ittin;.  on  tbe  Kune  sid.  of  tbe  table,  who 
,vill  n..t  admit  to  each  other  that  the  bitcst  propositu.n 
of  tbe  en.'mv  has  been  in  tho  nature  of  a  surprise.  They 
did  not.  however,  suffer  themselves  to  watch  Armitage, 
but  diplomatically  refdled  their  glasses. 

Through  the  green  walls  went  Arnutage.  Ho  bad  not 
been  out  of  the  Baron's  grounds  before  since  ho  was  car- 
ried thence  from  the  bungalow:  and  it  was  pleasant  to 
he  free  once  more,  and  able  to  stir  without  a  nurse  at  his 
heel>;  and  he  swung  along  with  his  head  and  shoulders 
erect,  walking  with  the  confident  stride  of  a  man  who 
has  no  doubt  whatever  of  his  immediate  aim. 

At  the  pereola  W  paused  to  recounoiter,  finding  on 
the  bench  certain  rcsl!ola  thnt  i"tcrostc>d  him  deeply,- 
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a  pink  parasol,  a  cnntrivanco  of  straw,  laro  an.l  pink 
roMs  that  socuuhI  to  hv  a  l.at,  an.l  a  Juno  niagazin(>.  lie 
junipo.l  upon  tli<>  hvwh  wIhto  onco  lie  lia.l  sat,  an  cxilo, 
a  rofug.'O,  a  por>on  .liscusso.l  in  .lisa-rcoal.lo  terms  l.y 
tlu"  newspapers,  an.l  stu.lie.l  the  Lu.a>cape.  'VWu  ho 
wont  on  up  the  ,,ra<lual  sh^po  of  the  meadow,  until  ho 
came  to  the  pasture  wall.  It  was  un.ler  the  trees  hcnoath 
whieh  Osoar  had  waited  for  Zmai  that  he  found  her. 

"They  told  me  you  wouldn't  dare  venture  out  for  a 
week,"  slie  said,  advancing  toward  him  and  gi^ng  him 

her  hand. 

"That  was  what  they  told  me,"  he  said,  hiughing;  "but 

I  escaped  from  my  keepers." 

"You  will  undoubtedly  take  cohl,— without  your  hat !" 

"Yes ;  I  shall  undoubtedly  have  pneumonia  from  ex- 
posure  to  the  Virginia  sunshhie.  I  take  my  chances." 

"You  may  sit  on  the  wall  for  thrc  .<  minutes ;  then  you 
must  go  back.  I  can  not  be  responsible  for  the  life  of 
a  wounded  hero." 

"Please !"  He  hold  up  his  hand.  "That's  what  I  came 

to  talk  to  you  about." 

"About  being  a  hero?  You  have  taken  an  unfair  ad- 
vantage.  I  was  going  to  send  for  the  latest  designs  in 
laurel  wreaths  to-morrow." 
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She  sat  down  l.o.i.lo  l.ini  on  tlio  wall.  Tlu-  shoop  woro 
a  frravi.h  blur  against  the  p-ocn.   A  littU-  nc-gro  Imy  was 
shopl'icrding    them,    an.l    thoy    scamporcl    bofor.   him 
toward  the  farther  end  of  the  pasture.    The  faint  and 
vanishing  tinkle  of  a  bell,  and  the  boy's  whistle,  gave 
emphasis  to  the  country-quiet  of  the  h^te   afternoon. 
They  spoke  rapidly  and  impersonally  of  his  adventures 
in  the  hills  and  of  his  illness.  When  they  looked  at  each 
other  it  was  with  swift  laughing  glances.  Her  cheeks  and 
hands  were  already  brown,-an  honest  l.-rown  won  from 
Mav  and  June  in  the  open  fieUh-not  that  blistered, 
peeling   scarlet   that  marks   the   insincere   devotee  of 
racket,  driver  and  oar,  who  jumps  into  the  game  in 
August,  but  the  real  brown  conferred  by  the  dear  mother 
„f  us  all  upon  the  faithful  who  go  forth  to  meet  her  in 
April.  Her  hands  interested  him  particularly.  They  were 
long,  slender  and  supple;  and  she  had  a  pretty  way  of 
folding  them  upon  her  knees  that  charmed  him. 

"I  didn't  know,  l^Iiss  Claiborne,  that  I  was  going  to 
lose  my  mind  that  morning  at  the  bungalow  or  I  should 
have  ai^ked  your  brother  to  conduct  you  to  the  conserva- 
tory while  I  fainted.  From  what  they  told  me  I  must 
have  been  a  little  light-headed  for  a  day  or  two.  If  I 
had  been  in  my  right  mind  I  shouldn't  have  let  Captain 
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Dick  mix  up  in  n.y  business  an.l  run  the  risk  of  pottin? 
kilUMl  in  a  nnsty  liltl."  row.  Dear  oM  Dick!  I  ukkIo  a 
„„.ss  of  tl.at  whole  l.usinr.s ;  I  ought  to  havo  teh-raphea 
for  the  Storu)  Springs  constahU^  in  tho  beginning,  an.l 
tohl  him  that  if  he  wasn't  eareful  the  nobh-  house  of 
Sdioiiiburg  wouhl  totter  and  fall." 

-Yes;  an.l  just  imagine  tlu«  elTeet  on  our  constable  of 
t..Uing  him  that  the  fate  of  an  .  mpire  lay  in  his  hands. 
Ifs  liard  enough  to  got  a  man  arresl.'d  wh.>  beats  his 
horse.    But  you  must  go  back  t<.  ynir  keepers.    You 

haven't  your  hat — " 

"Neither  have  you;  you  shan't  outdo  me  in  reckless- 
ness.  I  inspccted'your  hat  as  T  came  through  the  per- 
gola.  1  liked  it  immensely;  I  came  near  seizing  it  as 
spoil  of  war —the  h.ot  of  ihe  pergola  !'' 

"There  would  be  cause  for  an.nher  war;  I  havo  rarely 
liked  any  hat  ^o  much.  But  the  Baron  will  be  after  you 
in  a  moment.  I  can't  be  responsible  for  you." 

"Tho  Baron  annoys  me.  He  has  given  mc  a  lot  of 
worry.     And   that's   what   1   have   come   to   ask   you 

about." 

"Then  I  should  say  that  you  oughtn't  to  quarrel  with 
a  dear  old  man  like"  Baron  von  Marhof.  Beside.,  he's 
your  uncle." 
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"No !  No !  I  don't  want  him  to  be  my  uncle !  I  don't 

ncod  any  uncle!" 

Ho  glanced  about  with  an  anxiety  that  made  her 

laugh. 

"1  understand  perfectly!  My  father  told  me  that  the 
events  of  April  in  theso  liills«  were  not  to  be  mentioned. 
But  don't  worry ;  the  sheep  won't  tell— and  I  won't." 

He  was  silent  for  a  moment  as  he  thought  out  the 
words  of  what  he  wished  to  say  to  her.  The  sun  was 
dipping  down  into  the  hills;  the  mellow  air  was  still; 
the  voice  of  a  negro  singing  as  he  crossed  a  distant  field 
stole  sweetly  upon  them. 
"Shirley!" 

lie  touched  her  hand. 

"Shirley !"  and  his  fingers  closed  upon  hers. 
"I  love  you,  Shirley !  From  those  days  when  I  saw  you 
in  Paris— before  the  great  Gettysburg  battle  picture,  I 
loved  you.  You  had  felt  the  cry  of  the  Old  World,  the 
story  that  is  in  its  battle-fields,  its  beauty  and  romance, 
just  as  I  had  felt  the  call  of  this  new  and  more  wonder- 
ful world.    I  understood— I  knew  what  was  in  your 
heart;  I  knew  what  those  things  meant  to  you;— but  I 
had  put  them  aside;  I  had  chosen  another  life  for  my- 
self.  And  the  poor  life  that  you  saved,  that  is  yours  if 
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you  will  take  it.  T  have  tdd  your  father  and  Baron  von 
Marliof  that  1  would  not  take  the  fortune  my  father  left 
mo;  I  would  not  j;o  hack  there  to  he  tliankid  or  to  gel  a 
ril)l)on  to  wear  in  my  coat.  V-iit  my  name,  the  name  I 
bore  as  a  hoy  and  disgraced  in  my  father's  eyes,— his 
name  that  he  made  famous  throughout  the  world,  the 
name  I  cast  aside  with  my  youth,  the  name  I  flung  nway 
in  anger, — they  wish  me  to  take  that." 

She  withdrew  her  hand  and  rose  and  looked  away  to- 
ward the  western  hills. 

"The  greatest  romance  in  the  world  is  here,  Shirley. 
I  have  dreamed  it  all  over,— in  the  Canadian  woods,  on 
the  Montana  ranch  us  I  watched  the  herd  at  night.   :My 
father  spent  his  life  keeping  a  king  upon  his  throne ;  hut 
I  believe  there  are  higher  things  and  finer  things  tlian 
steadying  a  shaking  throne  or  being  a  king.    And  the 
name  th=\t  has  meant  nothing  to  me  except  dominion  and 
power,— it  can  serve  no  purpose  for  me  to  take  it  now. 
I  learned  much  from  tlie  poor  Archduke ;  he  taught  me 
to  hat<>  the  sliam  and  .-]iam(>  of  the  life  h."  had  fled  from. 
My  father  was  the  lasj^  great  defender  of  the  divine  right 
of  kings;  but  1  believe  in  the  divine  right  of  men.   And 
the  dome  of  the  Capitol  in  Washington  does  not  mean  to 
me  force  or  hatred  or  power,  but  faith  and  hope  and 
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man's  right  to  live  ami  do  and  be  whatovor  he  can  make 
himself.  I  will  not  go  hack  or  take  the  old  name  unless, 
— unless  you  tell  me  T  must,  Shirley!" 

There  was  an  instant  in  which  they  both  faced  the 
westering  sun.  He  looked  down  suddenly  and  the  deep 
feeling  in  his  heart  went  to  his  lips. 

"It  was  that  way —you  were  just  like  that  when  I  saw 
you  first,  Shirley,  with  the  dreams  in  your  eyes." 

He  caught  her  hand  and  kissed  it,— bending  very  low 
indeed.  Suddenly,  as  he  stood  erect,  her  arms  were  about 
his  neck  and  her  check  with  its  warmth  and  color  lay 

against  his  face. 

"I  do  not  know,"— and  ho  scarcely  heard  the  whis- 
pered words,— "I  do  not  know  Frederick  Augustus  von 
Stroebcl,— but  I  love— .John  Armitago,"  she  said. 

Then  back  across  the  meadow,  through  the  rose-aisled 
ways  of  the  quiet  garden,  they  went  h:  'in  hand  to- 
gether and  answered  the  Baron's  question. 
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A  THOROUGHBRED  MAN 


THE 
MAIN  CHANCE 

By  MEREDITH  NICHOLSON 
Author  of  Zelda  Dameron 


And  while  we  think  of  it,  we  must  not  forget  that 
new  American  author,  Nicholson,  who  has  given 
a  remarkable  study  of  Western  social  conditions  in 
The  Main  Chance.  He  is  the  only  writer  among 
us  who  can  equal  Mr.  William  Dean  Howells  in 
his  interpretation  of  the  thoroughbred  man. 

The  Independent 

We  commend  it  for  its  workmanship,  for  its  smooth- 
ness and  its  sensible  and  pleasant  fancies,  and  for  its 
general  charm.  New  Terk  Sun 

A  wonderful  piece  of  work,  full  of  life  and  the 
wisdom  ot  life,  and  with  a  style  so  limpid  that  one 
does  not  see  it  How.  Pittsburg  Gazette 
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THE  BEST  ROMANCE  SINCE  STEVENSON 


THE  HOUSE  OF  A 
THOUSAND  CANDLES 

By  MEREDITH  NICHOLSON 
Author  of  The  Port  of  Missing  Men 

Engliii,  Canadian  and  AuUralian  EJitioni 


The  very  title  reeks  with  enchantment.  It  savors 
of  a  newr  Arabian  Nights'  allurement,  and  we  dash 
through  the  pages,  the  speed  increasing  with  every 
chapter,  held  breathless  with  excitement. 
Meredith  Nicholson's  new  story  should  be  reghrist- 
ened  The  Book  of  a  Thousand  Delights. 

Philadelphia  Item 

The  story  teems  with  mysteries,  and  the  reader  is 
lured  from  one  to  another,  hurried  through  secret 
passages  echoing  with  ghostly  footfalls,  plunged  into 
the  midst  of  daredevil  villainy,  refreshed  by  gentle 
love-making,  and  carried  off  his  feet  in  the  last  rush- 
ing scene.  Boston  Herald 

An  ingenious  and  oripnal  story.      London  Graphic 

Illustrated  in  color 
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By  MEREDITH  NICHOLSON 
Author  of  The  House  of  a  Thousand  Candles 


The  fine  and  stirring  poems  which  make  up  this 
volume  constitute  one  of  the  most  important  con- 
tributions to  recent  American  verse.  Some  of  them 
have  appeared  previously  in  leading  magazines. 
Others  appear  here  for  the  first  time.  All  possess 
in  high  degree  the  qualities  of  delicacy,  discrimina- 
tion, distinction,  charm  and  clarity  of  form,  sincerity 
of  feeling  and  individuality  of  thought. 
The  range  of  the  poet  is  great.  He  writes  of  the 
winds  and  the  mountains  with  an  Hebraic  fervor 
and  a  prophet's  sense  of  the  immanence  of  God. 
He  sings  of  youth  and  beauty  with  a  playful  and 
lingering  tenderness.  Music  through  him  sounds 
her  chords  of  purest  feeling.  His  patriotic  poems 
ring  out  like  a  bugle-call.  And  he  writes  always 
of  life  and  death  and  all  their  changes  with  sincerity, 
nobility  of  ideals,  faith  and  a  heart  open  to  tlie  benign 
influences  of  nature  and  mankind. 
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A  THOROUGHBRED  GIRL 


ZELDA  DAMERON 

By  MEREDITH  NICHOLSON 
Author  of  The  Main  Chance 


Zelda  Damsron  is  in  all  ways  a  splendid  and  success- 
ful story.  There  is  about  it  a  sweetness,  a  wholesome- 
ness  and  a  eturdincss  that  commend  it  to  earnest, 
kindly  and  thoughtful  people.        Boston  Transcript 

The  whole  story  is  thoroughly  American.  It  is 
lively  and  breezy  throughout — a  graphic  descrip- 
tion of  a  phase  of  life  in  the  Middle  West. 

Toledo  Blade 

A  love  story  of  a  peculiarly  sweet  and  attractive  sort 
— the  interpretation  of  a  girl's  life,  the  revelation  of 
a  human  heart.  New  Orleans  Picayune 

Any  man  would  be  proud  to  be  father  or  brother  or 
even  something  closer  and  dearer  to  Zelda  Dameron. 

New  Tork  Sun 


With  portraitt  of  the  characters  in  color 

By  John  Ceca  Clay 

12mo,  cloth,  price  $1.50 


The  Bobbs-Merrill  Company 


Indianapolis 


IS 


